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Sunday  Morning  at  Vassar 

The  Professor  of  Hebrew  finished  his  lecture  on  Amos 
and  wiped  his  sweating  spectacles  with  a  linen  handker- 
chief. The  white-waisted  maidens  closed  their  notebooks 
and  crowded  out  of  Old  Main.  It  was  a  sunny  Sunday 
morning  in  October.  It  was  1888.  It  was  Poughkeepsie. 
The  professor,  still  flushed  with  the  enthusiasm  that  al- 
ways captured  him  when  he  taught  the  Prophets,  was 
putting  his  notes  away.  The  richest  man  in  the  Western 
world  was  standing  in  the  rear  of  the  otherwise  empty 
hall,  but  the  professor  didn't  notice  him. 

Looking  suddenly  up,  the  stocky  young  Professor  of 
Hebrew,  pumpkin-faced  and  long-haired,  found  himself 
face  to  face  with  his  antithesis,  a  spare,  square-shouldered 
individual  with  a  distinctly  businesslike  black  mustache 
and  a  distinctly  businesslike  carriage.  The  rich  man  held 
out  his  hand.  "Dr.  Harper,"  he  said,  "I  happened  to  be  up 
here  for  the  day,  and  I  wanted  to  talk  to  you." 

Dr.  Harper  smiled  his  sweet,  unworldly  smile.  Living 
as  he  did  in  the  dusty  past,  absorbed  as  he  was  in  men  and 
matters  that  might  have  been  important  twenty  centuries 


before,  it  wasn't  likely  that  he  saw  the  significance  of 
Rockefeller's  coming  to  see  him.  The  President  of  the 
Trust,  the  A4oloch  of  Monopoly,  never  happened  to  be 
spending  the  day  anywhere.  But  it  wasn't  likely  that  the 
round-faced  Professor  of  Hebrew  would  appreciate  the 
fact. 


Three  Men  Disguised  as  One 

It  wasn't  likely,  but  it  was  so. 

Dr.  Harper  took  his  worldly  visitor  by  the  arm.  To- 
gether they  walked  out  of  the  hall  and  into  the  sunlight. 
Fourteen  hours  later  they  separated  in  New  York,  having 
come  down  from  Poughkeepsie  together.  The  professor, 
still  smiling  his  sweet,  unworldly  smile,  took  the  midnight 
train  to  New  Haven.  He  went  to  his  study  to  prepare  for 
his  crowded  classes  at  Yale.  He  left  his  study  at  dawn, 
still  smiling.  The  President  of  Standard  Oil  went  home  to 
his  mansion  on  Fifty-fourth  Street.  He  was  almost  smiling 
himself. 

For  the  first  time  in  his  life,  John  D.  Rockefeller  had 
met  a  man  his  own  size.  And  he  knew  it.  He  knew  all 
about  this  earnest  young  theologian,  all  about  his  consum- 
ing selflessness,  his  prodigious  powers  as  an  educational 
organizer,  his  fantastic  success  at  stirring  up  the  country 
to  the  study  of  Hebrew.  He  had  made  up  his  mind  that 
this  was  the  man  to  spend  his  money  for  him.  That  was 
why  the  richest  man  in  the  world  happened  to  be  spend- 
ing the  day  at  Vassar. 

When  the  young  Hebrew  professor  later  left  Yale  to 
create  some  sort  of  educational  institution  "in,"  as  the 
Boston  Post  put  it,  "Chicago,  of  all  places,"  nobody  then, 


least  of  all  the  man  who  agreed  to  finance  it,  had  any  idea 
what  sort  of  pig-in-a-poke  it  would  be.  Nobody,  that  is, 
but  the  man  who  ^\'as  going  to  create  it.  And  the  Univer- 
sity of  Chicago  that  today  is  one  of  the  world's  great 
centers  of  learning  is  nothing  but  the  lengthened  shadow 
of  WilUam  Rainey  Harper. 

The  man  who  conceived  and  created  the  first  great 
university  is  one  man.  The  man  \\ho  got  thousands  of 
people  to  study  the  deadest  of  all  dead  languages  is  an- 
other man.  The  man  wiio  pried  the  padlocks  off  the 
pockets  of  John  D.  Rockefeller  is  still  another  man.  These 
three  men,  effectively  disguised  as  one,  Hved  to  be  forty- 
nine  years  old,  and  died  leaving  the  details  and  the  im- 
mortality to  others.  This  is  the  story  of  these  three  men. 
This  is  the  story  of  the  professor  who  met  and  mastered 
John  D.  Rockefeller  and  brought  the  higher  learning  to 
America. 

That  Sunday  morning  in  1888  could  not  have  happened 
before,  and  no  one  nowadays  seriously  believes  that  any- 
thing like  it  will  ever  happen  again.  The  two  men  who 
met  that  morning  symbolized  two  eras.  Matthew  Arnold 
had  just  died,  and  the  era  that  achieved  the  emancipation 
of  man  had  ended;  B.  P.  Hutchinson  had  just  pushed  the 
price  of  wheat  to  two  dollars,  and  the  era  that  achieved 
the  emancipation  of  nature  had  begun.  Harper,  at  thirty- 
two,  was  the  flower  of  the  first  era;  Rockefeller,  at  forty- 
nine,  was  the  seed  of  the  second.  They  met  the  moment 
that  the  expanded  spirit  met  the  expanding  machine,  and 
for  a  few  historic  years  the  spirit  dwarfed  the  machine. 

The  paths  of  the  two  men  had  to  cross.  The  thirst  for 
learning  cried  out  from  the  parched  land,  and  Harper 
yearned  to  slake  it.  The  dammed-up  gold  cried  out  from 
the  Rockefeller  vaults,  and  its  owner  yearned  to  release  it. 


//l^^  .^^^^r^-^^  ^^/^^^^^^   ^.  ^^^..^/^^^^^^^^^'^''-^-^ 
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FROM  WILLIES  FATHERS  NOTEBOOK:  JULY  24:  I  ATTENDED 
STORE  AND  WE  HAD  A  BABE  BORN  ABOUT  I  I/2  o'cLOCK  A.M.  ELLEN 
WAS  PRETTY  BAD  FOR  A  SHORT  TIME— BUT  ABOUT  3  OR  4  HOURS- 
SHE  WAS  NOT  SO  LONG  AS  WE  EXPECTED." 


He  owned,  among  other  good  things,  one-fourth  of  the 
shares  of  the  Trust,  which  paid  fourteen  milhon  dollars 
in  dividends  in  the  modest  year  of  1888.  The  simple  pro- 
fessor smiled  his  sweet,  unworldly  smile  that  Sunday 
morning,  while  Moloch,  gorged  on  his  golden  diet,  talked 
himself  into  opening  his  vaults  to  education. 

"I  cheat  my  boys  every  time  I  get  a  chance,"  "Doc" 
William  Rockefeller  once  said,  "I  want  to  make  'em 
sharp."  Samuel  Harper  wanted  to  make  his  boys  sharp, 
too,  but  where  "Doc"  Rockefeller's  idea  of  a  sharp  boy 
was  one  who  piled  up  his  account  with  the  banker,  Sam- 
uel Harper's  was  one  who  piled  up  his  account  with  God. 
Samuel  Harper  was  a  typical  member  of  the  atypical 
community  of  New  Concord,  Ohio. 


**We  had  a  babe  born' 

The  few  hundred  Scotch  Covenanters  who  settled 
New  Concord  were  "peculiar."  They  hated  chiffon  and 
liquor,  they  loved  the  Bible,  and  they  were  positively 
fanatical  about  education.  In  the  1830's  they  established 
Muskingum  College  and  supported  it  without  aid  from 
church  or  state.  They  wanted  their  children  to  be  wise  as 
well  as  good.  Otherwise  they  were  ordinary  people,  and 
there  wasn't  anything  in  either  the  Harper  or  the  Rainey 
ancestry  to  suggest  that  something  important  had  hap- 
pened in  the  world  the  day  that  Samuel  Harper  wrote  in 
his  diary:  July  24,  1856—1  attended  store  and  ixe  had  a 
babe  born  about  11  and  a  half  o^clock  A.M. 

The  Harper  home  was  a  log  house  about  thirty  feet 
square,  but  it  had  more  than  its  share  of  books,  more  than 
its  share  of  family  worship,  and  more  than  its  share  of 


music.  And  the  babe's  mother  and  father  had  more  than 
their  share  of  the  sturdy  virtues.  But  the  babe  had  some- 
thing more  still. 

By  the  time  he  was  three  years  old  he  could  read.  His 
"good  little  book,"  as  he  called  it,  was  the  New  Testa- 
ment, but  his  precocious  appetite  didn't  stop  there.  He 
read  everything  he  could  lay  his  hands  on,  and  he  read 
with  fierce  concentration  and  fixative  memory.  Fortu- 
nately, New  Concord  didn't  know  enough  to  pamper  a 
prodigy,  and  Willie  Harper  was  punished  in  the  New 
Concord  way  when  liis  parents,  seeing  a  lamp  burning  in 
the  parlor  in  the  middle  of  the  night,  found  Willie 
sprawling  on  his  stomach,  his  elbows  propping  up  his 
arms,  his  chin  in  his  hands,  and  a  book  on  the  floor  in 
front  of  him.  He  had  to  be  dragged  away,  because  he  was 
deaf  when  he  was  reading;  the  only  thing  he  could  hear 
no  matter  what  he  was  doing  was  music. 


An  A.B.  at  Thirteen 

There  was  something  strangely  guileless  about  the 
child,  even  in  guileless  New  Concord.  One  summer  Sun- 
day in  church,  the  perspiring  preacher  poured  himself  a 
glass  of  water.  Willie  Harper,  wearing  his  white  Sunday 
dress,  wriggled  down  out  of  his  seat  and  walked  up  the 
aisle  to  the  platform  and  up  the  steps  to  the  pulpit.  With 
perfect  equanimity  he  stood  there  in  front  of  the  congre- 
gation until  the  preacher  paused,  and  then  he  asked  the 
preacher  for  a  drink.  He  drank  the  whole  glass,  just  as 
unconcernedly  as  if  he  were  standing  at  the  kitchen  sink 
at  home.  Then  he  smacked  his  lips  and  thanked  the 
preacher,  turned  around  and  walked  back  to  the  family 


pew  and  climbed  up  into  his  seat.  The  performance  took 
a  long  time,  for  three-year-old  Willie  walked  all  the  way, 
slowly  and  sedately. 

Willie  Harper  wasn't  a  sissy,  but  the  delights  of  boy- 
hood seemed  slow  and  flavorless,  somehow.  He  wanted  to 
read  and  learn.  He  learned  faster  than  any  kid  New  Con- 
cord had  ever  seen.  He  could  learn  from  anybody,  and,  as 
they  said  in  New  Concord,  he  could  "learn  'em  dry."  He 
finished  high  school  before  he  was  ten  years  old,  and 
there  was  nothing  to  do  but  admit  him  to  Muskingum 
College.  The  rest  of  the  freshmen  ranged  from  eighteen 
to  twenty. 

The  College  faculty  thought  they  ought  to  hold  him 
back,  for  his  own  good,  but  stocky  little  Willie  Harper, 
still  in  short  pants,  breezed  right  through  Latin  and 
Greek,  Trigonometry,  Psychology,  and  Physiology. 
Three  of  his  classmates,  preparing  for  the  ministry, 
wanted  to  study  Hebrew,  and  Willie  joined  them.  He- 
brew was  hard;  he  liked  it.  Mornings  he  walked  up  the 
hill  to  the  college  building,  and  evenings  he  walked  down, 
absorbed  in  his  Hebrew.  If  he  stumbled,  he  picked  him- 
self up,  still  studying. 

Commencement  was  approaching,  and  Willie  Harper 
was  to  deliver  the  Salutatory  in  Hebrew.  The  college 
faculty  met  in  special  session.  Could  they  give  a  Muskin- 
gum degree  to  a  boy  of  thirteen?  What  would  it  do  to  the 
boy?  What  would  it  do  to  Muskingum's  honorable  repu- 
tation? President  Paul,  a  man  of  great  breadth,  was  the 
most  worried  of  all.  Wiilie  Harper  was  very  dear  to  him, 
for  Willie  came  over  to  the  Paul  house  with  his  books 
every  night  and  studied  while  young  Ella  Paul  played  the 
piano  by  the  hour.  The  boy  was  normal.  His  college  work 
was  not  brilliant  and  erratic,  but  consistently  good.  What 
could  they  do? 


Jime  23,  1810—1  attended  store  and  Commencement. 
Willie  graduated.  It  ivas  a  very  solerim  matter  to  me. 
Think  of  having  a  son  to  graduate  before  he  ivas  14  years 
old. 

Samuel  Harper  was  a  solemn  man  anyway,  and  he  and 
President  Paul  spent  several  solemn  hours  together  after 
Commencement.  Willie  w^anted  to  go  on  studying.  That 
meant  graduate  work  away  from  home.  Samuel  Harper 
left  the  decision  to  President  Paul.  President  Paul  shook 
his  head  and  said  that  he  was  afraid,  afraid  of  having 
Willie  Harper  spend  two  years  in  graduate  work  and 
emerge  a  Doctor  of  Philosophy  at  the  age  of  fifteen. 

Samuel  Harper  went  home  and  watched  and  listened  to 
Willie  playing  the  comet.  When  the  boy  finished,  his 
father  spoke  to  him.  "Will,"  said  Samuel  Harper,  "you've 
got  to  decide  what  you  want  to  be."  "Be?"  said  Willie, 
puzzled.  "Yes,"  said  his  father,  "you've  got  to  decide 
whether  you  want  to  be  a  band  leader  or  a  college  profes- 
sor." The  boy,  still  puzzled,  said,  "But  why  can't  I  be 
both.^"  His  father  explained  that  he  was  too  young  to  be 
away,  that  he  was  needed  at  the  store,  and  that  he  could 
organize  a  band  and  study  nights. 

New  Concord  discovered  that  Willie  Harper  had  an 
unsuspected  talent:  he  could  sell  anybody  anything.  The 
boy  was  a  bottomless  w^ell  of  enthusiasm,  and  whether  it 
was  the  Bible,  the  cornet,  or  a  bolt  of  yard  goods  that 
engaged  his  interest,  he  put  such  gusto  into  it  that  the 
Prophets,  the  composers,  and  the  customers  couldn't 
resist  him.  Business  boomed  at  Samuel  Harper's  general 
store,  and  New  Concord  said  that  Willie  Harper  would 
make  his  mark  as  a  businessman,  that  New  Concord 
wouldn't  hold  him,  that  he'd  burn  'em  up  some  place  like 
Zanesville. 


But  clerking  interested  Willie  only  while  he  stood  be- 
hind the  counter.  What  really  interested  this  fourteen- 
year-old  college  graduate  \\as  boyhood.  He'd  missed  it  in 
his  hurry.  Now  he  played  boyhood  games,  none  of  them 
very  well,  and  indulged  in  boyhood  pranks,  none  of  them 
very  successfully.  He  smoked  a  cigar  behind  the  barn  and 
got  sick  and  ate  an  orange  to  take  the  taste  out  of  his 
mouth  and  got  sicker.  He  organized  and  led  the  New 
Concord  Silver  Comet  Band,  whose  members,  including 
its  fourteen-year-old  leader,  all  wore  derbies  pushed  back 
on  their  heads,  and  many  years  afterward  people  grinned 
at  academic  processions  and  Long  Island  lawn  parties, 
when  they  saw  the  President  of  the  University  of  Chi- 
cago with  his  mortarboard  or  his  stove-pipe  tilted  back 
on  his  head  like  a  derby  on  a  poolroom  dude.  Willie 
Harper  gave  organ  lessons,  too,  and  spent  his  evenings 
still  at  Ella  Paul's,  studying  Hebrew  while  Ella  played 
the  piano. 


A  College  Teacher  at  Sixteen 

Three  times  a  week  he  rode  horseback  over  to  Zanes- 
ville,  to  study  advanced  Hebrew  with  a  teacher  there. 
President  Paul  decided  that  it  wouldn't  enter  Willie's 
head— much  less  turn  it— that  being  a  college  teacher  at 
sixteen  was  extraordinary,  and  Willie  got  a  job  teaching 
elementary  Hebrew  at  Muskingum.  The  following  year 
President  Paul  began  bringing  catalogues  of  the  European 
universities  over  to  the  Harper  home.  The  Samuel 
Harpers  of  New  Concord,  Ohio,  couldn't  see  themselves 
sending  their  Willie  to  Oxford  or  Berlin,  even  if  they 
could  have  afforded  it.  There  were  no  universities  in 


HARPER  CAME  FROM  A  FAMILY  OF  MODEST  CIRCUMSTANCES.  HIS 
FATHER,  SAMUEL,  OWNED  THIS  GENERAL  STORE  IN  NEW  CONCORD, 
OHIO,  AT  THE  TIME  OF  AVILLIE's  BIRTH  IN    1856. 


America,  and  Yale  was  the  only  college  in  the  country 
with  the  semblance  of  non-professional  graduate  work. 
So  Willie  entered  the  Graduate  School  at  Yale.  He  was 
wearing  long  pants. 

As  soon  as  he  got  his  Ph.D.  he  w^as  offered  the  principal- 
ship  of  Masonic  College  at  Macon,  Tennessee.  He  married 
Ella  Paul— the  fulfillment  of  a  resolution  made  when  he 
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was  ten— and  she  went  with  him  to  Macon,  a  metropolis 
of  two  hundred  inhabitants.  The  College,  which  had 
about  seventy-five  pupils,  wasn't  really  a  college  at  all, 
and  the  biggest  thing  Principal  Harper  succeeded  in  doing 
there  was  organizing  the  college  band,  which  he  con- 
ducted. He  was  nineteen  now— getting  on,  he  told  himself 
—and  he  had  a  lot  to  learn  and  a  lot  to  do. 

When  Denison  University,  a  small  but  already  distin- 
guished college  in  Granville,  Ohio,  offered  him  the  job  of 
tutor  in  its  preparatory  school,  he  took  it,  though  it 
meant  a  reduction  in  rank.  It  wasn't  long  before  President 
Andrews  was  hearing  the  complaints  of  other  instructors 
that  the  students  were  putting  everything  they  had  into 
their  work  for  Harper,  letting  the  rest  of  their  work  get 
done  as  best  it  could.  Andrews,  one  of  the  great  educators 
of  his  time,  at  once  appointed  Harper  principal  of  the 
preparatory  school. 

He  was  only  twenty,  but  he  had  no  trouble  handling 
the  students.  He  called  himself  "Mister"  instead  of  "Doc- 
tor," and  his  unaffected  love  of  teaching  communicated 
itself  (as  it  always  does)  to  his  charges.  He  gave  them 
hard  work  and  plenty  of  it,  but  he  worked  harder  himself 
than  any  of  them.  His  discipline,  like  everything  else 
about  him,  was  unsophisticated.  When  he  decided  that 
drinking  was  becoming  a  campus  problem  he  walked  into 
the  local  saloon  and  sat  down  with  the  offenders  and  pre- 
sented his  dilemma  to  them,  concluding,  quite  simply, 
with,  "I  don't  know  \\hat  to  do.  What  would  you  fel- 
lows do  in  viy  place?" 

The  man's  titanic  power  for  toil  amazed  his  colleagues. 
He  never  seemed  to  sleep,  he  never  seemed  to  rest.  In- 
stead, he  moved  easily,  unhurriedly,  from  one  task  to 
another.  One  of  his  friends,  finding  Harper  buried  in 
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work  in  the  middle  of  the  hottest  day  of  the  year,  asked 
the  perspiring  toiler  if  he  Jiever  took  it  easy.  Harper 
looked  up  and  said,  with  his  characteristic  innocent  ami- 
ability, "Why,  I've  got  to  work— I  consider  my  time 
worth  a  dollar  an  hour."  A  dollar  an  hour,  in  1877,  was 
several  times  the  salary  of  any  professor. 

He  persuaded  the  University  to  let  him  organize  a  He- 
brew class.  His  regular  work  was  Latin  and  Greek.  The 
Hebrew  class  was  outside  the  regular  course,  and  its 
members,  at  the  beginning,  were  mostly  faculty  people, 
men  twice  and  even  three  times  his  age.  Within  the  year, 
the  Denison  undergraduates  were  filling  Harper's  Hebrew 
classes. 


One  To  Raise  the  Dead 

President  Andrews  realized  that  he  had  stumbled  upon 
a  man  who  could  raise  the  dead.  The  teaching  of  ancient 
languages,  particularly  the  Semitic  languages,  was  rapidly 
becoming  extinct  in  America.  The  reason  was  that  they 
were  badly  taught,  and  men  like  Andrews  reaUzed  it.  But 
educators  despaired  of  finding  men  who  wanted  to  teach 
them  well,  or  who  could  if  they  wanted  to.  In  Harper, 
Andrews  had  stumbled  upon  the  hope  of  reviving  interest 
in  the  classic  tongues. 

But  neither  Andrews  nor  Harper  realized  what  An- 
drews had  stumbled  on  until,  one  night  in  1876,  the  20- 
year-old  language  teacher  appeared  at  a  Baptist  prayer- 
meeting  in  Granville.  Most  of  the  faculty,  including 
President  Andrews,  was  there.  William  Rainey  Harper, 
who  was  not  a  church-member  though  he  had  been  born 
a  Presbyterian,  sat  in  the  back  row.  At  the  end  of  the 
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services  he  stood  up,  no  longer  a  language  teacher  to 
whom  the  Bible  was  his  "good  little  book,"  but  a  man 
transported.  "I  want  to  be  a  Christian,"  said  Harper 
simply  and  earnestly.  "I  don't  know  what  it  is  to  be  a 
Christian,  but  I  know  I  am  not  a  Christian  and  I  want  to 
be  one." 

The  Baptist  Church  received  a  convert,  and  the  paths 
of  William  Rainey  Harper  and  John  D.  Rockefeller  be- 
gan, unknown  to  either  of  them,  to  converge. 

About  that  time  President  Northrup  of  the  Baptist 
Union  Theological  Seminary  wrote  to  President  Andrews 
of  Denison,  asking  if  Andrews  knew  of  any  such  thing  as 
a  good  Hebrew  teacher.  Andrews  knew  of  a  good  one— 
the  best,  he  thought,  in  America.  But  he  hated  to  let  him 
go  and  he  doubted  if  Northrup  could  keep  him.  The 
"West"  appealed  to  Harper,  and  the  Seminary  was  lo- 
cated in  the  Chicago  suburb  of  Morgan  Park.  He  went. 
He  was  tu'enty-two— younger  than  the  men  he  would 
teach— and  he  looked  still  younger.  At  the  end  of  his  first 
year  he  was  given  the  degree  of  Bachelor  of  Divinity  and 
promoted  from  Instructor  to  Professor.  His  elementary 
course  was  the  most  popular  in  the  Seminary.  It  consisted 
of  four  hours'  study  a  day  for  five  days  a  week  in  a  ten 
weeks'  course.  The  strain  of  such  concentration  was  gen- 
erally thought  to  be  impossible  for  students,  but  the 
Examining  Committee  of  Visiting  Pastors  and  Scholars 
reported,  in  1880,  that  "the  students  at  Morgan  Park  pur- 
sue Hebrew  as  though  their  immediate  settlement  in  the 
pastorate  and  their  final  success  in  the  ministry  depended 
upon  a  knowledge  of  the  entire  Hebrew  Bible.  Their 
interest  does  not  expend  itself  in  the  regular  courses,  but 
appears  in  the  formation  of  extra  classes  for  reading  more 
than  is  prescribed." 
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One  night  in  the  spring  of  1881,  Will  Harper  came 
home  from  his  classes,  exhausted,  but,  as  always,  excited, 
and  Ella  Harper  served  him  his  supper.  It  was  cove  oyster 
stew,  his  favorite  dish,  and  he  ate  too  much,  as  usual.  The 
last  mouthful  was  no  sooner  down  than  his  head  was  on 
his  chest  and  he  was  asleep  in  his  chair.  Ella  Harper  went 
to  the  piano  and  began  playing  Mozart,  softly.  Will 
Harper  could  always  turn  himself  on  and  off  like  a  light; 
he  went  to  sleep  suddenly,  slept  deeply  at  once,  and 
awakened  suddenly.  Ella  was  still  playing  Mozart  when 
Will  sat  up  in  his  chair.  An  idea  had  awakened  him. 

Why  should  the  Seminary  close  in  the  summer?  Why 
should  anything  close  in  the  summer?  Why  waste  time 
on  vacations,  when  there  was  so  much  to  do  and  so  little 
time  to  do  it  in? 

The  next  day  he  asked  President  Northrup  for  the  use 
of  the  Seminary  building  for  a  summer  school  in  Hebrew. 
It  was  1881.  By  1883  institutions  all  over  the  country 
were  asking  him  to  conduct  summer  schools  for  them.  In 
the  summer  of  1885  he  conducted  five  schools,  east,  west, 
north,  and  south.  When  preachers  and  students  wrote  him 
that  they  wanted  to  attend  his  summer  schools  but 
couldn't  afford  to,  he  had  another  idea.  He  could  teach 
Hebrew  by  correspondence,  preparing  mimeographed 
lessons,  sending  them  out,  and  receiving  the  papers  by 
mail.  The  idea  caught  on,  and  the  callous  year  of  1886 
smiled  at  the  spectacle  of  thousands  of  people,  the  country 
over,  studying  Hebrew  under  a  man  of  thirty. 

The  demand  for  Hebrew  textbooks  had  to  be  met,  and 
nobody  else  was  able  to  write  them.  So  Harper  wrote 
them.  There  ought  to  be  journals,  too,  one  for  lay  stu- 
dents and  another  for  scholars,  and  nobody  else  was  able 
to  start  them.  So  Harper  published  The  Hebrew  Student 
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and  Hehraica.  An  organization  of  the  country's  Hebrew 
teachers  was  needed,  now,  so  Harper  founded  the  Amer- 
ican Institute  of  Hebrew,  ultimately  to  be  one  of  the 
great  learned  societies.  There  had  to  be  bookkeeping, 
endless  bookkeeping,  but  that  was  where  Harper  drew 
the  line.  His  younger  brothers,  who  were  living  with  him 
and  studying  at  the  Seminary,  took  the  job. 


He  Could  Sell  Anything 

He  insisted  only  on  keeping  the  tuition  fees,  the  sub- 
scriptions, and  the  memberships  so  low  that  the  poorest 
teacher  or  parson  could  take  advantage  of  them,  and  the 
bookkeeping  showed  a  deficit.  So  there  had  to  be  money 
raised,  and  Harper  organized  a  joint  stock  company  em- 
bracing all  his  ventures  and  sold  the  shares  at  $100  apiece 
to  his  friends. 

The  whole  thing  grew  and  grew  until  it  looked  like, 
well,  the  Standard  Oil  Company,  with  holding  companies, 
subsidiaries,  interlocking  directorates  and  stock  issues. 
There  were  some  differences,  of  course,  in  the  two  insti- 
tutions, not  the  least  of  which  was  the  fact  that  the  earn- 
ings of  the  Hebrew  King  were  somewhat  smaller  than 
those  of  the  Oil  King.  The  earnings  of  the  Hebrew  King 
came  to  almost  two  thousand  dollars  a  year.  But  a  Morgan 
Park  realtor  prospered  when  he  rented  Harper  a  building 
for  his  offices  and  press.  And  the  Morgan  Park  postmaster 
got  a  salary  raise  on  the  show  that  he  was  handling  several 
hundred  pieces  of  mail  every  day  for  a  man  named 
Harper. 

The  people  of  New  Concord  had  discovered,  many 
years  before,  when  thev  went  to  Samuel  Harper's  store, 
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that  Willie  Harper  could  sell  anybody  anything.  Now  he 
was  doing  it.  He  was  selling  the  country  Hebrew  lessons 
and  Bible  studies.  And  it  wasn't  the  "Bible  belt"  he  was 
selling  them  to,  for  William  Rainey  Harper  was  a 
modernist,  a  lover  of  the  Jew's  Old  Testament  and  a 
scientific  student  of  the  New.  "For  several  years,"  he 
said  later  in  his  life,  "I  studied  the  Bible  for  the  purpose 
of  discovering  that  M'hich  would  enable  me  to  convince 
others  that  it  \vas  only  an  ordinary  book,  and  very  ordi- 
nary at  that."  But  now  the  skeptic  was  retreating  rapidly 
before  the  assault  of  faith.  The  "good  little  book"  had  be- 
come The  Book,  and  the  mission  to  teach  was  a  Christian 
mission. 


The  Baptist  Menace  Melts 

Will  Harper  had  always  said  what  he  meant  and  acted 
as  he  felt.  His  Christianity  embraced  all  men,  whether  or 
not  they  called  themselves  Christians,  and  all  truth, 
whether  or  not  it  happened  to  be  denominational.  Harper 
was  a  scholar  and  a  Christian,  and  if  scholarship  and 
Christianity  appeared  to  be  in  conflict,  the  conflict  had  to 
be  resolved;  it  could  not  be  disposed  of  by  dogma  on  the 
one  hand  or  apostasy  on  the  other.  The  inner  life  of  a 
Christian  scholar  is  hard.  It  was  at  Morgan  Park  that  the 
servant  of  truth  and  the  lover  of  Scripture  faced  his  first 
great  conflict.  Discovering  that  his  critical  conclusions  on 
a  certain  problem  involved  the  denial  of  the  Davidic  au- 
thorship of  one  of  the  psalms  quoted  by  Jesus,  he  strug- 
gled with  himself  for  days.  At  the  time  he  spoke  to  no  one 
of  his  problem.  In  the  end,  the  haggard  truth-seeker 
emerged  resolute  and  calm,  ready  for  the  storm  his  deci- 
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sion  would  bring  down  upon  him.  He  had  decided  to 
follow  his  scholarly  findings. 

Without  the  support— with,  indeed,  the  enmity— of  tra- 
ditionalists and  sectarians— he  plunged  heedlessly  ahead 
with  his  work,  teaching,  studying,  organizing,  administer- 
ing. A  vacation  was  a  change  of  work;  work  itself  never 
stopped.  In  1882  he  conducted  one  of  his  summer  schools 
at  the  Baptist  assembly  across  the  lake  from  Chautauqua, 
the  great  Methodist  summer  conference  organized  by 
Bishop  Vincent  in  the  '70's.  The  Baptist  assembly  had 
never  amounted  to  much,  but  there  lurked  in  Bishop 
Vincent's  mind  the  possibility  that  the  Baptists  might 
some  day  find  the  right  man  and  establish  a  rival  Chau- 
tauqua. The  first  time  Vincent  heard  Harper  lecture,  he 
knew  that  Harper  was  that  man.  Like  the  early  petroleum 
operators  who  took  one  look  at  Rockefeller  and  realized 
he  would  put  them  out  of  business  unless  they  made  a 
deal  with  him,  Vincent  decided  he  had  to  hire  that  man 
to  save  Chautauqua  from  the  Baptists.  Harper  accepted 
the  principalship. 

Chautauqua  bloomed  under  the  touch  of  its  new  direc- 
tor. The  fifteen  summers  he  spent  there  saw  the  annual 
enrollment  rise  to  two  thousand  and  the  staflF  to  more 
than  a  hundred.  The  Baptist  Menace  across  the  lake 
simply  melted  away. 

His  classes  at  Chautauqua,  each  numbering  hundreds  of 
pupils,  compelled  him  to  develop  the  art  of  public  speak- 
ing. He  had  always  refused  to  go  into  lecturing— then,  as 
now,  a  source  of  steady  income  for  ragged  professors— 
because  he  thought  he  lacked  the  address  that  the  lecture 
platform  demanded.  But  Chautauqua  made  him  try.  He 
overcame  his  inhibitions  and  lectured.  He  lectured,  as  he 
wrote,  in  a  lucid  style  devoid  of  rhetoric,  eloquence,  and 
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humor.  But  his  earnestness  somehow  made  him  a  magnetic 
speaker.  He  could  read  a  railroad  timetable  and  convey 
the  impression  that  this  was  an  important  document  pro- 
foundly considered  by  a  powerful  man.  Given  a  great 
crowd  of  people  interested  in  his  subject,  Harper  could 
hold  them  intent  for  hours. 


A  Rickety  Little  Baptist  College 

Affiliated  with  the  Morgan  Park  Seminary  was  a  rick- 
ety little  Baptist  college,  in  Chicago,  established  in  1859 
by  Stephen  A.  Douglas.  It  bore  an  imposing  name,  The 
University  of  Chicago,  but  it  was  neither  a  university  nor 
of  Chicago.  It  had  never  been  more  than  two  or  three 
Steps  ahead  of  the  sheriff,  and  in  the  early  '80's  it  was  only 
one.  The  value  of  its  first  public  subscription  had  been 
wiped  out  by  the  panic  of  1857,  fund-raising  was  made 
impossible  by  the  Civil  War,  and  such  resources  as  it  had 
left  were  destroyed  in  the  Great  Fire  of  1871,  the  panic 
of  1873,  and  the  second  big  fire  in  1874.  Northrup  and 
the  Seminary's  financial  secretary,  Thomas  W.  Good- 
speed,  Mere  trying  to  save  this  Christian  outpost  of  higher 
education. 

Its  collapse  would  not  affect  the  Seminary,  but  it  would 
weaken  Baptist  education  in  the  West  and  strip  the  city 
of  Chicago  of  its  figleaf  of  culture.  The  sheriff  caught  up 
with  it  at  last  in  the  spring  of  1886,  when  an  insurance 
company  foreclosed  its  mortgage  on  the  property.  Good- 
speed  and  Northrup  were  begging  Rockefeller,  a  trustee 
and  supporter  of  the  Seminary,  to  save  the  dying  college. 
Goodspeed  thought  $100,000  would  revive  it.  But  Rocke- 
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feller  was  apathetic;  Northrup  and  Goodspeed  were 
noble  spirits  but  impractical,  and  Rockefeller,  whatever 
his  spirit,  was  notoriously  practical.  Though  Goodspeed 
insisted  that  "there  is  profound  interest  felt  by  many 
Western  men  in  the  re-establishment  of  the  University," 
Rockefeller  knew  better.  The  people  of  Chicago  had 
other  things  to  do  with  their  money. 

Meanwhile  Dr.  Augustus  H.  Strong  was  pressing  the 
Oil  King  to  found  a  twenty-million-dollar  institution  in 
New  York  City.  Strong  was  President  of  the  Rochester 
Theological  Seminary  and  a  lifelong  friend  of  Rocke- 
feller. He  wanted  to  "take  possession  of  New  York  for 
the  Baptists,"  who,  he  complained,  had  always  made  the 
mistake  of  building  their  churches  on  back  streets  and 
their  colleges  in  country  towns.  "We  have  already 
enough  one-horse  colleges  to  stock  the  world."  Good- 
speed's  hundred-thousand  dollar  college  in  Chicago  would 
be  "nothing  but  a  great  high  school."  The  twenty-million- 
dollar  "university"  which  he  wanted  Rockefeller  to  estab- 
lish on  Morningside  Heights— where  Columbia  now  stands 
—was  to  be  militantly  Christian,  closed  to  "infidel"  teach- 
ers, and  strictly  controlled  by  the  church.  Rockefeller 
was,  like  Strong,  a  fundamentalist,  but  the  latter's  pas- 
sionate illiberality  disturbed  the  capitalist  who,  as  a  young 
clerk  in  Cleveland,  had  contributed  not  only  to  the 
church  but  to  Catholic,  Negro,  and  Jewish  causes  as  well. 

Early  in  1886,  John  D.  Rockefeller  heard  a  rumor.  It 
was  not  a  rumor  about  federal  indictments  or  antimonop- 
oly  legislation,  though  there  were  plenty  of  such  rumors 
about.  It  was  a  rumor  that  President  Dwight  of  Yale  was 
trying  to  get  young  Harper  from  Morgan  Park.  Rocke- 
feller sat  down  and  wrote  Goodspeed,  saying  that  he  sup- 
posed Morgan  Park  would  be  reluctant  to  let  the  young 
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fellow  go.  Goodspeed,  who  wasn't  quite  as  impractical  as 
Rockefeller  thought  he  was,  went  to  the  trustees  of  the 
expiring  college  and  proposed  that  they  elect  Harper 
president,  which  they  immediately  did.  Then  he  answered 
Rockefeller's  letter,  saying  that  Morgan  Park  saw  no  way 
of  holding  Harper  unless  he  could  be  induced  to  accept 
the  presidency  of  the  college,  which,  in  turn,  would  have 
to  be  put  on  its  feet:  "Our  seminary  can  no  more  hold 
him  long  within  its  limits  than  your  first  refinery  could 
hold  you.  We  have  not  so  many  men  of  eminent  abilities 
that  we  can  spare  such  a  man  to  Yale  and  the  Congrega- 
tionalists." 

The  two-way  trap  was  set,  but  neither  of  the  victims 
chose  to  walk  into  it.  Rockefeller  replied  that  he  "didn't 
know  what  to  say"  about  the  college,  but  he  most  em- 
phatically felt  that  the  Seminary  should  make  every  effort 
to  keep  young  Harper,  and  he  was  ready  to  make  a 
special  grant  for  the  purpose.  The  other  victim  declined 
the  presidency  of  the  tottering  University  of  Chicago, 
which  promptly  summoned  enough  strength  to  shut  its 
doors.  Harper  couldn't  be  interested  in  a  good  college, 
much  less  a  bad  one. 


Only  a  Great  University 

He  was  interested  in  something  else.  He  was  interested 
in  something  no  one  had  thought  of  before,  something 
that  made  twenty  million  dollars  look  like  a  down  pay- 
ment. What  Harper  was  interested  in  was  a  great  uni- 
versity. 

American  education  had  been  spreading  since  the  Civil 
War,  but  it  had  not  been  improving.  There  were  excep- 
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tions— Harvard  under  Eliot,  for  instance— but  they  did 
not  impress  the  country.  As  for  graduate  research,  it  was 
almost  non-existent.  Harper's  far-flung  contacts,  at  Chau- 
tauqua, at  his  summer  schools,  had  shown  him  the  picture. 
His  insight  had  shown  him  the  need. 


A  Passion  of  Originality 

What  American  education  needed  was  an  institution 
new  enough  to  pioneer  and  strong  enough  to  set  the  pace 
that  the  rest  would  follow.  The  task  of  such  an  institution 
would  not  be  to  teach  but  to  learn.  It  would  take  as  its 
province  not  the  daylight  of  human  understanding  but 
the  darkness,  hacking  away  at  the  night  of  the  unknown 
until  at  last  it  had  hacked  a  hole  big  enough  for  mankind 
to  pass  through  into  a  better  society.  Civilization  might 
spread  with  the  spread  of  old  truths,  but  it  could  advance 
only  with  the  discovery  of  new. 

The  business  of  this  university,  then,  would  be  discov- 
ery and  the  training  of  discoverers.  Every  instructor 
would  be  an  investigator,  for,  said  Harper,  "it  is  only  the 
man  who  has  made  investigations  who  may  teach  others 
to  investigate."  The  men  to  be  called  to  the  faculty  of 
such  an  institution  would  have  to  be  original  minds,  and, 
like  all  men  consumed  by  the  peculiar  passion  of  original- 
ity, they  would  have  to  have  a  world  of  their  own  to  live 
in,  a  world  whose  limits  would  be  the  farthest  reaches  of 
man's  inquiry. 

The  students  of  the  university  would  not  be  boys  and 
girls  but  mature  men  and  women,  candidates  for  the 
world  of  scholarship.  Henry  Philip  Tappan  had  had  the 
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same  idea  when  he  became  the  first  President  of  the  Uni- 
versity of  Michigan  in  1852  and  announced  that  Michi- 
gan \\'as  not  to  be  "a  preparatory  school  for  boys."  But 
Tappan,  denounced  for  trying  to  "Prussianize"  the  state 
of  Michigan  through  its  University,  had  to  abandon  his 
dream,  and  Ann  Arbor,  after  he  left,  had  become  another 
great  college.  It  could  not  be  done,  apparently,  in  a  state 
university,  which  had  to  give  the  taxpayers  what  they 
wanted  when  they  wanted  it.  An  endowed  university  was 
the  only  hope. 

This  university  of  Harper's  would  contain  a  college, 
and  even  a  secondary  and  elementary  school.  But  they 
would  exist  for  the  sake  of  the  university,  not  the  univer- 
sity for  the  sake  of  them.  They  would  be  laboratories, 
nothing  more,  for  experimentation  in  education.  So,  too, 
with  professional  schools.  Divinity,  Law,  and  Medicine. 
They  would  not  exist  primarily  for  the  preparation  of 
lawyers,  doctors,  and  preachers,  but  for  the  purpose  of 
discovery  and  the  training  of  discoverers  in  each  field. 

College  life,  meaning  fraternities,  football,  and  fun, 
would  be  permitted  to  exist  only  insofar  as  it  did  not 
interfere  with  the  purposes  of  the  university.  Harper 
knew  from  grueling  personal  experience  how  nearly  im- 
possible it  was  for  a  man  to  be  at  once  a  scholar  and  a 
teacher,  to  give  himself  up  to  research  and  at  the  same 
time  civilize  the  adolescent  homo  sapiens  ferns.  He  knew, 
too,  how  nearly  impossible  it  was  for  an  institution  to 
pursue  the  truth  fearlessly  and  at  the  same  time  to  tack 
and  shape  its  policy  to  increase  enrollment  and  compete 
with  other  institutions. 

The  work  of  Harper's  university  would  be  primarily 
theoretical,  not  practical.  In  Science,  it  would  lay  the 
groundwork  for  discoveries  of  general  use.  In  Education, 
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it  would  give  the  country  new  methods  and  produce  a 
steady  stream  of  teachers  to  introduce  those  methods  into 
the  schools  and  colleges  in  M'hich  they  would  teach.  In 
the  professions,  his  university  would  find  out  how  to 
produce  better  practitioners  so  that  the  professional 
schools  could  produce  them.  Harper's  university  would 
water  the  tree  of  knowledge  at  the  roots. 


His  Vision  "Was  Audacious 

William  Rainev  Harper  didn't  sit  around  having 
Visions  with  a  capital  V.  A  conversation,  a  lecture,  or  the 
reading  of  a  book  would  produce  a  segment  of  the  uni- 
versity to  be,  and  the  segment  would  lodge  itself,  un- 
ordered, in  the  things-to-be-done  compartment  of  his 
mind.  As  the  segments  piled  up,  over  the  years,  in  the 
things-to-be-done  compartment,  they  began  to  crowd  the 
things-being-done  compartment.  Then  the  university  had 
to  be  created,  to  make  room  for  them. 

Harper  did  not  create  the  university  idea.  In  1886  the 
University  of  Berlin  had  five  thousand  students,  all  of 
them  post-graduate  in  the  American  college  sense.  Oxford 
and  Cambridge  had  twenty-five  hundred  to  three  thou- 
sand students  each.  But  America  was  busy  with  more 
urgent  matters  than  new  truth.  It  was  satisfied  with  Har- 
vard, a  college  only,  a  few  of  whose  faculty  and  students 
were  engaged  in  real  university  work.  In  1876  Johns 
Hopkins  was  established  with  Daniel  Coit  Gilman  as 
President.  Hopkins  was  devoted  to  research,  but  it  was  a 
small  institution.  In  1888  G,  Stanley  Hall  left  Hopkins  to 
be  the  first  President  of  Clark  University.  Hall,  too,  tried 
to  create   an   institution   for   advanced    work,    but   the 
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THE  PRESIDENT  S  HOUSE,  DESIGNED  BY  HENRY  IVES  COBB,  WAS 
BUILT  IN  1895.  REMODELED,  IT  IS  CURRENTLY  OCCUPIED  BY  CHAN- 
CELLOR AND   MRS.   LAWRENCE   KIMPTON. 

founder  of  Clark  wanted  a  college,  and  the  founder  final- 
ly had  his  way.  While  Harper  was  still  at  Morgan  Park, 
Seth  Low  was  trying  to  persuade  Columbia  College  to 
transform  itself  into  a  university,  and  Timothy  Dwight 
was  doing  the  same  thing  at  Yale. 

Harper's  slowly  shaping  vision  wasn't  so  much  original 
as  it  was  audacious.  To  have  the  university  he  wanted  he 
would  have  to  find,  not  a  millionaire  but  a  multi-million- 
aire, and  not  an  ordinary  multi-millionaire  either,  but  one 
who  could  be  sold  an  idea  completely  remote  from 
American  thinking  on  education  and  philanthropy.  As  to 
who  would  do  the  selling,  once  this  Heaven-sent  iMidas 
was  found,  there  was  never  any  doubt  in  Harper's  mind. 
Willie  Harper  could  sell  anybody  anything.  Nor  was 


25 


there  any  doubt  that  Heaven  would  send  the  A4idas,  for 
Harper's  faith,  hke  his  vision,  was  audacious. 

God  would  provide,  but  He  could  not  be  hurried. 
Harper  was  being  deluged  by  letters  from  friends  at  Yale, 
begging  him  to  take  the  professorship  of  Semitic  lan- 
guages there.  His  future,  they  told  him,  lay  not  in  a  small 
seminary  in  Chicago  but  in  a  great  college  in  the  cultural 
center  of  the  country.  Harper  thought  that  his  future  lay 
in  a  great  university  in  Chicago.  President  Dwight  was 
sending  him  telegrams  now  and  railroad  tickets  to  New 
Haven.  Harper  thought  it  over  and  decided,  finally,  that 
the  shortest  way  from  Morgan  Park  to  Chicago  was  via 
New  Haven.  He  accepted  the  post  at  Yale.  He  was 
twenty-nine  years  old. 


A  Caravan  to  Yale 


It  wasn't  a  man  but  a  caravan  that  moved  across  the 
country  from  Morgan  Park  the  summer  of  1886.  The 
headquarters  of  the  correspondence  school,  of  the  summer 
schools  of  Hebrew,  of  Chautauqua,  of  the  American 
Institute  of  Hebrew,  and  of  two  learned  journals  all  had 
to  be  carried  away,  together  with  all  the  assistants  and 
equipment  involved.  It  was  certainly  the  first  time  that 
any  American  railroad  had  ever  shipped  a  complete  com- 
posing room  of  Hebrew  type.  Moving  Harper  to  Yale 
required  the  whole  summer,  and  housing  him,  when  he 
got  there,  required  a  three-story  building  in  downtown 
New  Haven. 

What  had  happened  at  Denison  and  at  Morgan  Park 
happened  all  over  again,  only  on  a  larger  scale.  The 
whole  Divinity  School  at  Yale,  traditionally  hardened 
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against  Hebrew,  caught  his  enthusiasm.  Students  dis- 
covered that  after  a  year  in  Hebrew  with  Harper,  they 
knew  the  language  better  than  thev  knew  any  other  lan- 
guage after  six  years  with  any  other  teacher.  He  was 
asked  to  give  seminars  in  Assyrian,  Arabic,  Aramaic, 
Chaldee,  Sanskrit,  and  Syriac,  and  the  divinity  students, 
who  scarcely  needed  the  command  of  these  exotic  tongues 
for  success  in  the  ministry,  piled  into  his  classes.  They 
wanted  all  the  Harper  thev  could  get. 

But  the  linguist's  major  interest  now  was  in  teaching 
the  "good  little  book"  of  his  childhood.  He  offered 
courses  in  the  English  Bible  to  undergraduates,  and  before 
long  the  entire  undergraduate  body  was  absorbed  in  the 
historical  study  of  the  Prophets,  an  approach  that  would 
have  been  decidedly  unorthodox  in  any  Baptist  institu- 
tion. In  the  hands  of  this  warm  and  simple  man,  the 
Bible  came  to  life.  In  his  second  year  at  Yale,  the  ad- 
ministration had  to  turn  over  the  largest  assembly  hall  in 
the  University  for  his  undergraduate  lectures. 

He  gave  a  series  of  Bible  lectures  in  downtown  New 
Haven,  and  twelve  hundred  townspeople  attended  them. 
He  was  called  to  New  York,  to  Philadelphia,  and  to  Bos- 
ton to  repeat  them.  Every  other  Sunday  he  lectured  be- 
fore the  entire  student  body  of  Vassar,  and  special  lectures 
took  him  to  colleges  everywhere.  The  man  was  hungr)% 
and  his  hunger  fed  on  the  feeding  of  others. 

He  was  probably  one  of  the  busiest  men  in  America. 
His  daily  mail  was  larger  than  Yale  University's.  He 
couldn't  carry  the  burden,  but  he  wouldn't  lay  it  down. 
There  was  only  one  alternative.  Carefully  picking  men 
like  Frank  Knight  Sanders,  who  was  later  Dean  of  the 
Yale  Divinity  School,  he  established  a  managing  assistant 
for  each  of  his  enterprises.  Once  he  had  chosen  a  man, 
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the  man  was  given  complete  responsibility  for  details.  "If 
you  get  into  trouble,"  said  Harper  to  Sanders,  "let  me 
know."  That  was  the  way  John  D.  Rockefeller  was  oper- 
ating, in  a  somewhat  different  line  of  business. 

But  there  was  one  thing  he  could  not  delegate  to  others, 
and  that  was  the  fire  he  infused  into  everything  he 
touched.  He  neither  could,  nor  would.  Except  for  routine 
details  in  each  of  his  ventures,  he  did  everything  himself. 
His  schedule  took  him  to  his  first  class  at  7:30  in  the 
morning.  He  taught  until  1 1 :  00,  and  went  to  his  office  to 
work  on  his  mail,  discuss  perhaps  a  dozen  matters  with 
each  of  his  five  assistants,  and  drink  a  quart  of  eggnog 
at  his  desk.  Catching  the  1 :  00  o'clock  train  to  New  York 
or  Boston,  he  would  deliver  a  lecture  in  the  afternoon  and 
another  in  the  evening.  The  midnight  train  took  him  back 
to  New  Haven  and  his  study.  Professor  T.  D.  Seymour, 
the  father  of  a  future  president  of  Yale,  invariably  awak- 
ened at  four  in  the  morning  and  went  to  his  study,  just 
as  invariably  encountering  Harper  leavmg  his. 


He  Listened  and  Slept 

He  seldom  slept  when  other  men  did.  But  when  other 
men  were  awake  and  discussing  matters  of  routine  that 
didn't  interest  him,  he  would  say  something  to  indicate 
that  he  was  attentive,  go  to  sleep  the  next  instant,  and 
awaken  five  minutes  later  and  resume  the  discussion.  He 
could  anticipate  a  profitless  period  of  a  conference  and 
put  himself  to  sleep  for  its  duration.  It  was  hard  to  take 
off"ense  when  he  did  it,  because  he  never  lost  the  thread 
of  the  conversation.  "He  could  listen  and  sleep,"  said  one 
of  his  Yale  associates,  "at  the  same  time." 
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The  midnight  hours  were  all  he  had  for  study,  for 
writing,  for  reading,  and  for  friends.  A  student  or  young 
instructor,  unable  to  solve  some  personal  or  scholarly 
problem,  would  get  up  in  the  middle  of  the  night  and 
walk  over  to  the  darkened  campus.  One  light  would  be 
shining,  from  the  corner  study  of  North  College.  Irre- 
sistibly the  single  beam  of  light  drew  the  troubled  spirit 
down  its  path  to  Harper's  study.  And  no  matter  how 
deeply  engrossed  in  his  work  the  professor  might  have 
been  a  moment  before,  he  seemed  to  have  nothing  what- 
ever to  do  but  listen  to  his  visitor  and  consider  his  prob- 
lem. Harper  couldn't  bring  himself  to  refuse  those  inter- 
views. 

But  they  had  to  be  paid  for,  and  sleep  had  to  pay  for 
them.  No  matter  how  near  the  dawn  it  was  or  how  weary 
the  man,  classes  had  to  be  prepared.  The  student  might 
be  forgiven  for  coming  to  class  unprepared,  the  teacher 
never. 

Scholarship,  too,  had  to  be  crowded  into  the  night. 
During  his  two  years  at  Yale  he  wrote  a  textbook  on  He- 
brew and  another  on  Greek,  he  edited  a  series  of  volumes 
on  the  inductive  method  of  teaching  Latin  and  Greek, 
he  wrote  articles  for  learned  journals  and  regular  reports 
on  his  various  enterprises,  and  he  carried  on  a  running 
disputation  in  Hebraica  on  the  Mosaic  authorship  of  the 
Pentateuch,  taking  the  liberal  position  against  the  tradi- 
tional position  of  his  eminent  opponent,  Dr.  W.  Henry 
Green  of  Princeton. 

Sleep  had  to  pay  for  it  all,  but  Harper  had  ultimately 
to  settle  his  account  with  sleep.  He  was  a  heavy,  muscular 
man,  but  nobody  could  withstand  indefinitely  the  abuse 
of  driving  work,  erratic  hours,  and  a  diet  of  hurried 
mouthfuls  broken  occasionally  by  an  oyster  feast.  His 
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PINCHING  PENNIES,  HARPER  WROTE  THIS  LETTER  TO  DR.  ERI  B. 
HULBERT,  FIRST  DEAN  OF  THE  DIVINITY  SCHOOL,  WHO  REPLIED: 
"for  a  long  time  ENVELOPES  HAVE  NOT  BEEN  USED  FROM  THIS 
OFFICE  EXCEPT  WHEN  MATTERS  Wh[iCh]  OUGHT  NOT  TO  COME 
UNDER  THE  PUBLIC  EYE,  AS  IN  THE  MONCRIEF- JOHNSON  CASE, 
HAVE  BEEN  ENCLOSED." 
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dark  round  face  had  no  ruddiness  in  it.  As  a  boy  of  fifteen 
he  had  what  was  known  in  New  Concord  as  a  "bad  spell," 
so  bad,  indeed,  that  Samuel  Harper  wrote  in  his  diary  one 
day:  /  fear  Willie  will  not  be  long  with  us.  There  was 
something  wrong  with  what  New  Concord  called  his 
stomach. 


^Villie  Takes  a  "Vacation' 

The  summer  of  1889  was  the  hardest-worked  of  his 
Hfe.  "We  have  had  a  most  glorious  season  at  Chautauqua," 
he  wrote  his  friend  Goodspeed.  "The  increase  in  every 
department  is  over  forty  per  cent.  We  do  not  know  what 
we  are  to  do  with  the  people  who  are  to  come  in  this 
week  and  next."  His  pallor  was  darker,  his  steps  were 
slower,  his  weariness  never  lifted,  but  the  summer  was 
"glorious."  Then  he  broke  down.  Ella  Harper  was  wor- 
ried, but  her  husband  told  her  he  was  just  tired.  He  de- 
cided to  go  to  Europe  for  a  month  of  "perfect  rest,"  but 
when  he  went,  he  found  himself,  accidentally  of  course, 
in  Stockholm  where  the  International  Congress  of  Ori- 
entalists was  meeting. 

There  was  one  project  that  wasn't  pressing.  That  was 
the  university.  Goodspeed  and  Strong  had  weakened 
themselves,  he  thought,  by  adding  their  names  to  the 
long,  long  list  of  petitioners  who  came  to  John  D.  Rocke- 
feller wanting  something.  They  didn't  want  anything  for 
themselves,  it  was  true,  but  they  wanted  something  from 
Rockefeller.  They  harassed  him.  The  Oil  King  wanted  to 
be  let  alone;  perhaps  he  even  wanted  somebody  he  could 
go  to,  somebody  who  wanted  to  listen  instead  of  talk. 
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William  Rainey  Harper  was  an  impatient  man,  impa- 
tient to  spread  education  everywhere,  impatient  to  dis- 
cover and  to  see  discovery  done.  But  he  was  not  impul- 
sive. He  could  wait,  as  long  as  he  knew  that  success  was 
inevitable.  And  though  he  had  never  exchanged  a  word 
with  Rockefeller,  he  knew  that  success  was  inevitable. 
He  knew,  too,  that  he  wanted  his  university  in  Chicago, 
in  the  roaring  capital  of  the  great  uncultivated  middle 
empire  of  America.  An  idea  that  defied  tradition  belonged 
in  a  place  that  defied  tradition.  He  predicted,  in  1887, 
that  a  university  in  Chicago  "would  in  ten  years  have 
more  students,  if  rightly  conducted,  than  Yale  or  Har- 
vard has  today."  The  prediction  seemed  fantastic.  And  so 
it  proved.  It  was  fantastically  modest. 

Rockefeller  spent  the  summer  of  1887  in  Europe  with 
Dr.  Strong  and  when  they  returned  it  appeared  that 
Strong  was  on  the  very  verge  of  victory.  But  the  theo- 
logian made  a  fatal  mistake.  Rockefeller  had  talked  a 
great  deal  about  Harper  that  summer  in  Europe,  and  as 
soon  as  they  got  back  Strong  visited  Harper  and  wrote 
to  Rockefeller:  "My  dear  Mr.  Rockefeller,  if  we  let  that 
man  get  out  of  our  hands,  it  will  be  the  greatest  loss  our 
denomination  has  sustained  during  this  century." 

Rockefeller  had  heard  about  that  luaii  long  enough.  He 
wanted  to  see  him.  He  wrote  him  at  New  Haven,  asking 
him  to  spend  the  day  with  him  in  New  York.  The  friend- 
less Oil  King  and  the  friendly  little  professor  had  lunch 
together.  Rockefeller  talked.  Rockefeller  suggested  they 
spend  the  afternoon  riding  in  the  park.  Harper's  time  was, 
by  his  own  estimate,  worth  a  dollar  an  hour;  Rockefeller 
was  getting  rich.  Rockefeller  suggested,  at  the  end  of  the 
afternoon,  that  Harper  come  to  the  house  for  the  evening. 
Rockefeller  talked.  He  talked  and  talked.  He  talked  as  if 
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he  had  never  had  a  chance  to  talk  before,  and  perhaps 
he  hadn't.  Harper  listened  and  smiled  and  answered 
questions. 


The  Disinterested  Expert 

Rockefeller  wanted  to  know  all  about  him,  about  his 
life,  his  work,  and  his  family.  As  the  evening  wore  on,  the 
lonely  capitalist,  drawn  on  by  his  attentive  companion, 
found  himself  talking  about  Strong's  plan  for  New  York. 
Harper  smiled  and  nodded.  Rockefeller  described  the 
project  in  intimate  detail  and  said  he  was  thinking  of  put- 
ting eight  or  ten  million  dollars  into  it.  Harper  smiled  and 
nodded.  Then  he  said  he  wanted  Harper  to  be  its  presi- 
dent. Harper  smiled.  It  was  very  flattering.  Harper  said. 
It  would  be  a  great  opportunity.  But  he  didn't  nod.  He 
changed  the  subject,  absent-mindedly,  and  talked  about 
Goodspeed  and  Northrup  and  the  Seminary  in  Morgan 
Park.  Then  he  went  back  to  New  Haven. 

A  year  passed,  and  Rockefeller,  watching  everything 
he  touched  turn  to  gold,  resisted  the  petitioners,  East  and 
West.  William  Rainey  Harper  went  on  about  his  work  in 
New  Haven,  saying  nothing.  His  apparent  indifference 
may  have  irritated  Rockefeller;  it  certainly  must  have 
fascinated  him.  Early  in  October  of  1888  the  capitalist 
appeared  at  Vassar  after  Harper's  Sunday  morning  lec- 
ture, and  the  fourteen-hour  interview  ensued.  Rockefeller 
talked.  Harper  listened.  Aiuch  of  what  he  heard,  he'd 
heard  before.  But  as  they  took  the  train  to  New  York 
together  that  night.  Rockefeller  began  to  talk  about  Chi- 
cago. "He  talked  for  hours  in  reference  to  the  scheme  for 
establishing  the  great  university  of  Chicago  instead  of 
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New  York,"  Harper  \\rote  Goodspeed  the  following  dav. 
"The  long  and  short  of  it  is  I  feel  confident  that  his  mind 
has  turned.  He  stands  ready  after  the  holidays  to  do  some- 
thing for  Chicago.  It  will  have  to  be  managed,  however, 
very  carefully." 

It  was  already  being^  manaijed  very  carefully.  Sensing 
that  the  strategic  moment  had  come  at  last.  Harper,  his 
enthusiasm  at  flood  stage,  opened  the  dam.  He  didn't 
however,  make  Strong  or  Goodspeed's  mistake  of  trying 
to  sweep  the  man  off  his  feet.  He  let  Rockefeller  advance 
the  arguments  for  Chicago,  he  himself  merely  testifying 
to  their  validity.  His  role  was  that  of  the  disinterested 
expert. 

Rockefeller  turned  up  again  at  Vassar  and  spent  the 
day  with  Harper.  "He  is  practically  committed  to  the 
thing,"  Harper  w  rote  Goodspeed.  A  week  later  Rocke- 
feller went  to  Cornell  to  ask  the  advice  of  educators  there 
and  found  himself  listening  to  Prof.  E.  Benjamin  An- 
drews, the  same  E.  Benjamin  Andrews  who,  as  President 
of  Denison  University  several  years  before,  had  decided 
that  Will  Harper  was  the  most  promising  young  man  he 
had  ever  seen.  The  following  week  the  capitalist  appeared 
in  New  Haven,  inquiring  the  way  to  Professor  Harper's 
study. 

"It  is  absolutely  certain  that  the  thing  is  to  be  done," 
Harper  wrote  Goodspeed.  "It  is  now  only  a  question  as 
to  what  scale.  I  have  every  time  claimed  that  nothing  less 
than  four  millions  would  be  satisfactory  to  begin  with, 
and  have  expressed  my  desire  for  five.  Just  what  he  wants 
to  do  and  what  his  definite  ideas  are  I  cannot  yet  tell.  .  ." 

Rockefeller  did  not  pretend  to  be  an  educator  or  to 
know  what  the  needs  of  education  were.  Harper  had  the 
ideas.  The  industrialist  wanted  to  hear  the  objections  to 
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Harper's  ideas.  But  there  were  no  objections.  President 
Taylor  of  Vassar  was  for  it.  Professor  Andrews  was  for 
it.  Professor  Robinson  of  Cornell  was  for  it.  Rockefeller 
asked  them  if  it  wouldn't  be  better  to  place  the  institution 
in  Washington,  if  it  wouldn't  be  better  to  assist  existing 
colleges,  if  it  wouldn't  be  better  to  build  a  Seminary. 
They  thought  it  would  be  better  to  build  the  University 
of  Chicago,  and  to  build  it  around  Harper. 


A  Mongrel  Institution 

Onlv"  Dr.  Strono-  dissented  and  his  dissent  w^as  violent. 
He  wrote  Harper  that  "the  chance  is  open  to  us  to  take 
possession  of  New  York,  and  to  lead  the  march  of  edu- 
cation on  this  continent."  Harper's  idea  of  "a  mongrel 
institution  in  Chicago,  which  is  neither  fish,  flesh,  nor 
fowl,  neither  University,  College,  nor  Academy,  but  all 
three  combined,"  would  not  create  "a  ripple  on  the  sur- 
face of  our  educational  ocean." 

But  Strong  was  not  nearly  so  horrified  at  the  location 
or  organization  of  the  proposed  institution  as  he  was  at 
its  fundamental  character.  It  was  to  be  non-sectarian. 

Profoundly  religious  men  like  President  White  of  Cor- 
nell had  long  maintained  that  the  sectarian  spirit  was  the 
\\orst  enemy  of  higher  education.  Denominational  intol- 
erance went  all  the  way  back  to  the  ousting  of  the  learned 
Henry  Dunster,  first  president  of  Harvard  College.  Har- 
per had  no  stomach  for  witch-burning.  He  had  advised 
Rockefeller  to  separate  Theology  from  the  other  depart- 
ments of  the  new  university  and  to  follow  the  liberal 
tradition  of  indifference  to  the  orthodoxy  of  the  teachers. 
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A  PAGE  FROM  HARPEr's  "rED  BOOKS."  HIS  VIGOROUS  APPROACH  TO 
THE  ADMINISTRATION  OF  THE  UNIVERSITY  AND  HIS  OWN  SCHOLAR- 
SHIP CAN  BEST  BE  SEEN  IN  THESE  VOLUMES.  THEY  WERE  A  COMBI- 
NATION APPOINTMENT,  NOTE,  AND  "iDEa"  BOOK.  THIS  TYPICAL 
day's  ENTRY  LISTS  "IMPORTANT  MATTERS." 


Rockefeller  had  no  choice  but  to  accept  this  advice  if  he 
wanted  Harper.  What  was  more,  Rockefeller  could  not 
see  what  difference  it  made.  But  to  Strong  it  made  a 
difference  little  short  of  heresy. 

Seeing  his  dream  sHpping  hopelessly  away,  the  fervid 
theologian  played  his  last  card,  in  what  must  have  been 
the  hope  of  discrediting  Chicago  by  discrediting  Harper. 
Strong's  daughter,  a  student  at  Vassar,  was  attending 
Harper's  lectures  there  and  taking  notes.  Strong,  a  trustee 
of  the  school,  studied  the  girl's  notes  and  decided  that 
Harper  was  in  fact  a  heretic.  He  wrote  Harper  that  he 
was  unwilling,  as  a  parent  and  a  trustee  of  Vassar,  "to 
have  the  unsuspecting  child  under  the  influence  of  this 
teaching."  He  wrote  Rockefeller,  who  was  also  a  trustee 
of  Vassar,  that  Harper  had  "departed  from  the  sound 
faith"  and  was  plainly  a  dangerous  man. 


Harper  a  Heretic 


Though  Harper  refused  to  answer  the  attack,  it  dis- 
couraged him  completely.  He  was,  he  said,  "ready  to  pull 
out  of  the  whole  concern."  He  had  his  moods,  less  fre- 
quently, perhaps,  than  most  men,  but  more  possessive. 
He  could  be  stiff-necked.  He  would  not  defend  his  in- 
tegrity. He  certainly  would  not  oppose  Strong,  a  fanatic, 
with  Rockefeller,  a  layman,  as  judge  between  them.  Presi- 
dent Taylor,  who  had  heard  all  the  Vassar  lectures,  de- 
fended Harper  to  Rockefeller.  President  Northrup  of 
Morgan  Park  wrote  the  capitalist  that  Haper  was  "the 
most  remarkable  young  man  in  the  religious  history  of 
our  county  in  this  century."  Rockefeller  had  never  really 
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believed  Strong's  charges.  He  had  believed,  however, 
that  the  affair  might  bring  about  an  open  and  ruinous 
schism  in  the  Baptist  Church.  Now  he  was  satisfied  that 
the  denomination  was  behind  Harper, 


Enter  Gates,  the  Amazing 

A  few  weeks  later,  Strong  surrendered  at  last,  retracted 
his  charges.  Then  Rockefeller  sought  an  intervie\\'  with 
Harper  and  discussed  Chicago,  this  time  in  definite  detail. 
Harper  reported,  as  usual  to  Goodspeed.  "He  is  certainly 
planningr  to  do  something  for  Chicago.  .  .  .  He  will  decide 
soon.  .  .  .  He  is  more  tired  than  ever  of  Strong,  and  the 
New  York  plan  is  N.  G." 

While  Strong's  unhappy  efforts  \\  ere  delaving  Rocke- 
feller's decision,  a  new  and  powerful  figure  was  press- 
ing it.  The  Rev.  Frederick  T.  Gates  had  been  appointed 
Executive  Secretary  of  the  American  Baptist  Education 
Societv,  \\  hich  was  organized  in  1888  to  canvass  the  edu- 
cational needs  of  the  denomination.  Gates  is  one  of  those 
amazing  individuals  who  sometimes  slip  through  the  his- 
torians' fingers.  He  was  not  a  preacher  at  all,  but  a  go- 
getter,  sidetracked,  temporarily,  in  a  pulpit  in  Minne- 
apolis. He  was  a  businessman's  businessman,  superlatively 
sharp  and  cynical.  He  had  been  watching  Harper  for  a 
long  time,  and  he  was  convinced  that  Chicago  was  the 
place  for  Rockefeller's  great  contribution  to  Baptist  edu- 
cation. 

At  a  ministers'  conference  in  October,  1888,  Gates  read 
a  paper  entitled,  A  New  University  in  Chicago,  A  De- 
noniinational  Necessity,  as  Illustrated  by  a  Study  of  West- 
ern  Baptist  Collegiate  Education.  "The  brethren  were 
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'all  torn  up'  over  it,"  the  realistic  Dr.  Gates  wrote  in 
describing  the  reception  of  his  paper.  "They  were  as- 
tonished, astounded,  confounded,  amazed,  bewildered, 
over-whelmed."  And  they  were,  in  Chicago,  in  Wash- 
ington, in  Boston.  And  one  of  the  brethren,  the  brother 
who  was  the  hardest  of  all  to  astonish  and  astound,  found 
a  copy  of  it  on  his  desk  at  26  Broadway,  New  York.  He 
read  it  and  sent  for  Gates. 

It  was  one  of  those  occasional  May  mornings  in  New 
York  that  lighten  men's  hearts  and  hearten  their  hopes. 
Gates  and  Rockefeller  paced  up  and  down  in  front  of  the 
narrow  brownstone  house  at  4  West  Fifty-fourth  Street, 
just  off  the  Avenue.  The  Baptist  Education  Society  was 
to  hold  its  annual  meeting  in  Boston  a  few  days  later. 
Passers-by  on  Fifty-fourth  that  morning  might  have 
caught  a  word  or  two  of  the  conversation  between  the 
two  thin  men  who  seemed  to  be,  and  were,  so  much  alike. 
The  phrases  "four  hundred  thousand"  and  "six  hundred 
thousand"  were  mentioned  several  times.  It  was  Rocke- 
feller who  was  saying  "four"  and  Gates  who  was  saying 
"six." 

Suddenly  Rockefeller  stopped  and  faced  Gates,  and 
smiled  the  smile  of  a  man  who  seldom  smiles.  "I  have 
seen  him  give  $10,000,000,  $30,000,000,  $1,000,000,000," 
Gates  wrote  many  years  afterward,  "but  no  gift  of  his 
has  ever  thrilled  me  as  did  the  first  great  gift  of  $600,000, 
on  that  May  morning  after  those  months  of  anxious 
suspense." 

In  New  Haven  the  Professor  of  Hebrew  smiled  the 
smile  of  a  man  who  often  smiles.  The  richest  man  in  the 
world  had  agreed  to  give  $600,000  for  an  educational  insti- 
tution in  Chicago  provided  the  people  of  Chicago  raised 
another  $400,000  within  a  year.  If  anyone  had  told  Rocke- 
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feller  that  day  that  the  $600,000  pledge  was  going  to  cost 
him  and  his  foundations  a  modest  $80,000,000,  he  wouldn't 
have  believed  it.  Gates  ^\•ouldn't  have  believed  it.  Good- 
speed  wouldn't  have  believed  it.  Only  the  Professor  of 
Hebre\\'  would  have  believed  it.  It  was  his  idea. 

In  his  conversations  with  Rockefeller  Harper  had  al- 
ways talked  as  if  neither  of  them  \\"as  thinking  of  any- 
thing but  a  university.  In  his  letters  to  Goodspeed  he 
wrote  always  of  "the  great  university"  and  "a  university 
to  begin  with,"  and  Mhen  Goodspeed  suggested  that  it 
mifrht  be  a  college  to  beoin  \\ith,  he  wrote,  "it  is  not  a 
college,  but  a  university  that  is  wanted,  a  university  of 
the  highest  order,  having  also  a  college."  And  to  Good- 
speed's  reply  that  a  college  was  bound  to  grow  anyway: 
"Unless  we  hold  a  stiff  upper  lip  and  come  out  boldly 
and  confidently  for  ^^  hat  we  want,  viz.,  a  university  of 
the  highest  character,  we  shall  lose  ground  and  make  a 
mistake." 

A  few  months  before  making  his  $600,000  pledge. 
Rockefeller  had  written  Harper,  "Of  late  I  have  rather 
come  to  feel  that  if  Chicaoo  could  ^et  a  collecre  and  leave 
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the  question  of  a  university  until  a  later  date,  this  would 
be  more  likely  to  be  accomplished."  When  the  pledge 
was  announced  "for  a  college,"  Harper  decided  that  the 
time  had  come  to  turn  the  screw.  He  wrote  Rockefeller: 
"This  idea  of  a  college  now,  perhaps  a  university  later,  is, 
it  strikes  me,  most  excellent.  .  .  .  Perhaps  Dr.  Goodspeed 
has  written  you  that  I  have  refused  absolutely  to  con- 
sider the  question  of  going  to  Chicago,"  Now  the  idea 
of  a  college  certainly  did  not  strike  him  as  excellent,  and 
while  it  w  as  true  that  he  would  not  consider  going  to 
Chicago  to  establish  a  college,  there  was  something  un- 
characteristic about  the  casual  finality  with  which  he  ap- 
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peared  to  be  closing  his  long  negotiations  with  Rocke- 
feller. 

The  Trustees  of  the  new  Colleg-e  asked  him,  as  the  man 
they  wanted  to  head  the  institution,  to  draw  up  a  plan  for 
adoption  at  the  September,  1890,  meeting  of  the  Board. 
He  said  he  would,  but  the  months  \\  ent  bv  and  he  did 
nothing.  For  the  first  time  in  his  life  he  appeared  to  be 
barren  of  ideas.  He  could  not  plan  a  college.  If  Rocke- 
feller, Gates  and  Goodspeed  thought  he  had  yielded, 
thev  were  wrong.  If  he  appeared  to  have  yielded,  it  was 
because  he  wanted  to  stay  in  the  game  until  the  last  hand 
was  played.  He  was  not  going  to  quit  until  he  had  lost. 
And  if  he  played  his  last  card  cannily,  if  he  held  it  until 
the  bids  were  in  on  the  last  hand,  he  might  win.  His  last 
card  was  William  Rainey  Harper, 


Time  To  Turn  the  Screw 

He  had  let  himself  be  drawn  into  a  game  with  a  man 
whose  fortune  was  crreat  enough  to  give  America  world 
leadership  in  education  and  research.  Unless  Harper 
could  persuade  him  differently,  Rockefeller's  colossal 
fortune  might  go  the  way  of  so  many  others,  scattered 
amonfj  hundreds  of  causes  which,  worthy  as  they  were, 
would  never  solve  the  problems  of  mankind.  Truth  alone, 
truth  discovered  and  taught,  would  do  away  with  the 
ills  the  charity  poulticed.  For  such  a  stake  as  this,  guileless 
Willie  Harper  of  New  Concord  was  willing  to  play  a 
sophisticated  game.  For  such  a  stake  as  this  he  had  per- 
sisted in  misunderstanding  the  Oil  Kingr's  intention  to 
establish  a  modest  college.  Rockefeller  had   once   con- 
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sidered  a  twentv-million-dollar  institution;  he  would  have 
to  be  "managed"  into  considering  it  again. 

But  apart  from  the  strategy  of  maneuvering  Rocke- 
feller, Harper  wasn't  sure  himself  that  he  wanted  to  go 
to  Chicago.  He  wanted,  on  the  one  hand,  to  teach  and  to 
learn,  "to  go  on  growing,"  he  said.  On  the  other  hand, 
he  wanted  to  create  a  university.  It  was  not  a  question  of 
personal  ambition.  He  had  already  turned  down  the  presi- 
dencies of  Bro\\n,  Rochester,  and  South  Dakota,  and 
would  some  day,  if  he  wanted  it,  get  the  presidency  of 
Yale.  President  Dwight  of  Yale,  upon  hearing  of  the  Chi- 
cago offer,  sent  for  Harper  and  offered  him  the  Yale 
School  of  Languages,  for  which  a  two-million-dollar  en- 
dowment  was  being  raised.  Having  raised  the  money, 
Dwight  wrote  Harper,  in  the  summer  of  1889:  "And 
now  all  intending  and  approaching  Baptists  who  from 
time  to  time  are  disposed  to  assail  the  tabernacles  of  the 
blessed  saints,  and  run  off  with  their  professors,  may  have 
leave  to  withdraw." 


Wanted:  A  Blank  Check 

The  only  thing  that  would  resolve  his  doubts  would  be 
a  free  hand— holdinfj  a  blank  check  with  the  signature  of 
John  D.  Rockefeller  on  it— to  go  to  Chicago  and  create 
the  university  he  wanted.  He  had  spurned  a  college,  and 
he  would  not,  he  wrote  one  of  his  friends,  consider  a 
university  like  those  already  in  existence.  "It  is  the  op- 
portunity to  do  something  new  and  different  that  appeals 
to  me,"  The  opportunity  was  Rockefeller's  to  make  or 
deny,  and  John  D.  Rockefeller  never  in  his  life  felt  the 
impulse  to  sign  blank  checks.  But  he  wanted  Harper,  and 
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THE  CHICAGO  PAPERS   LOVED   TO   POKE   FUN    AT   THE    PRESIDENT    OF 
THE  NEW  UNIVERSITY. 
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each  passing  month  made  him  want  him  more.  A  group 
of  Baptist  leaders  informed  the  industrialist  that  "the 
managers  of  Yale  University  have  recently  made  Profes- 
sor Harper  a  series  of  propositions  designed  to  bind  him 
permanently  to  that  institution."  This,  they  told  Rocke- 
feller, would  be  "scarcely  less  than  a  denominational  dis- 
aster." Rockefeller  kept  writing  Harper— "You  are  the 
man  for  President,"  "I  regard  you  as  the  father  of  the 
institution"— in  the  hope  of  wheedling  him  into  taking 
something  less  than  a  university. 


Rockefeller  Capitulates 

But  Harper  held  on  to  his  last  card.  He  was  not  the 
man  to  be  wheedled.  Nor  was  he  the  man  to  be  bullied. 
When  President  Dwight  heard  that  Harper  was  con- 
sidering the  Chicago  offer,  he  told  him  he  could  not 
honorably  leave  Yale.  Harper  would  not  be  talked  to 
that  way,  and  Dwight's  remark  almost  drove  him  to  Chi- 
cago. Rockefeller  did  not  know  that,  however.  He  knew 
only  that  he  had  to  have  Harper,  and  that  Harper,  though 
he  had  taken  a  place  on  the  Board  of  the  new  institution, 
refused  to  head  it. 

Attending  the  first  meeting  of  the  Board  in  July  of 
1890,  Harper  was  told  he  was  expected  to  take  the  presi- 
dency. He  said  nothing,  and  he  produced  no  plan.  A  few 
days  later  he  wrote  Goodspeed  that  "there  must  in  some 
way  be  an  assurance  of  an  additional  million.  How  this 
is  to  be  obtained,  or  where,  is  the  question.  If  Mr.  R.  is 
in  dead  earnest,  possibly  the  case  will  not  be  difficult  as 
we  may  think."  He  didn't  say  whether  he  was  talking 
about  a  college  or  a  university,  or  how  an  additional  mil- 
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lion  \\ould  affect  his  position.  Goodspeed  wrote  to  Gates, 
Gates  wrote  to  Rockefeller,  and  Rockefeller  wrote  to 
Harper:  "I  confidently  expect  that  we  will  add  funds 
from  time  to  time  to  those  already  pledged  to  place  it 
upon  the  most  favored  basis  financially." 

Rockefeller  wrote  the  phrase  iiiost  favored  basis  finan- 
cially with  studied  ambiguity;  Harper  read  it  with  studied 
unanibitJuity.  He  responded  as  if  Rockefeller  were  of 
course  talking  about  universities.  "The  denomination,  and 
indeed  the  w  hole  country,  are  expecting  the  University 
of  Chicas^o  to  be  from  the  very  beginning  an  institution 
of  the  highest  rank  and  character  .  .  .  and  yet,  with  the 
money  pledged,  I  can  not  understand  how  the  expecta- 
tions can  be  fulfilled.  ...  It  seems  a  great  pity  to  wait  for 
grow th  when  we  might  be  born  full-fledged." 

Rockefeller  invited  him  to  come  to  Cleveland  and  dis- 
cuss the  situation.  What  transpired  there  isn't  known,  but 
on  August  17  Harper  sat  down  with  Gates  and  drew  up 
a  list  of  eight  conditions  on  which  he  would  accept  the 
presidency.  They  provided,  among  other  things,  that  the 
Seminary  was  to  be  transferred  from  Morgan  Park  as 
the  Divinity  School  of  the  University,  and  that  Old  Testa- 
ment criticism  and  Hebrew  instruction  w^ere  to  be  trans- 
ferred to  University  chairs,  with  Harper  as  head  of  the 
department.  Point  Number  7  was  the  heart  of  the  agree- 
ment: "Air.  Rockefeller  to  give  one  million  dollars  as  a 
new,  unconditional  gift,  a  part  of  which  would  go  for  aid 
to  the  Seminary  in  carrying  out  the  plan." 

Rockefeller  had  to  decide  at  last.  The  million  dollars 
would  be  used  for  research.  The  college  would  be  a  uni- 
versity. It  would  be  the  university  Harper  wanted.  And 
the  university  Harper  wanted  would  ultimately  cost  mil- 
lions. The  wizard  of  American  business,  looking  back  to 
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that  Sunday  morning  at  Vassar,  must  have  paid  passing 
tribute  to  the  superior  \\'izardrv  of  the  unworldly  Pro- 
fessor of  Hebrew.  He  accepted  the  eight  conditions,  spent 
a  day  with  Harper  discussing  details,  and  Harper  was 
elected  President  at  the  Board  meeting  of  September  18, 
1890. 

His  election  provided,  at  Harper's  insistence,  a  period 
of  six  months  for  consideration  of  the  offer.  But  he  acted, 
as  did  everyone  else  concerned,  as  if  he  were  already 
committed.  Returning  to  New  Haven  after  his  election, 
he  got  on  the  train  and  pulled  his  little  red  notebook  out 
of  his  pocket.  Late  that  night  he  had  completed  his  plan 
for  the  University  of  Chicago.  He  had  spent  a  year  try- 
ing in  vain  to  plan  a  college;  in  a  few^  hours  he  succeeded 
in  planning  a  university  which  included  a  college.  It 
"flashed  upon  him,"  he  said,  and  there  is  no  doubt  that  he 
felt,  devoutly,  that  Divine  Providence  had  illuminated  his 
mind  at  the  same  moment  it  had  moved  the  heart  of 
Rockefeller. 


Emptying  Baptist  Pockets 

Meanwhile,  Gates  and  Goodspeed  had  raised  the 
$400,000  that  secured  the  original  pledge  of  $600,000. 
Gates  had  moved  to  iMorgan  Park,  and,  with  Goodspeed 
steering  him  around,  he  had  emptied  the  Baptist  pockets 
of  Chicago.  The  campaign  had  been  a  bitter  one,  for 
Chicago,  proud  as  it  was  of  getting  a  great  university, 
regarded  it  as  a  present  from  the  richest  man  in  the  world. 
That  was  exactly  what  Rockefeller  didn't  want  to  have 
happen.  So  Gates  and  Goodspeed  fought  on,  and  the 
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money  finally  came  in.  Local  Baptists  provided  half  of  it. 
Businessmen,  individuals  in  other  cities,  alumni  of  the 
old  University,  and  a  Jewish  club  made  up  the  rest.  Mar- 
shall Field,  when  the  money  was  all  in,  gave  a  ten-acre 
tract  of  marsh  on  the  undeveloped  South  Side. 

Still  engaged  at  Yale,  teaching,  studying,  writing,  edit- 
ing, lecturing,  still  administering  Chatauqua,  the  summer 
schools  and  the  correspondence  work.  Harper  plunged 
into  the  biggest  job  of  his  life  with  characteristic  abandon. 
He  rarely  saw  his  family.  Little  Sam,  w  ho  was  now  eight 
years  old,  had  the  privilege  of  bringing  his  father  his  can 
of  eggnog  at  lunchtime,  and  the  overburdened  man  pulled 
up  a  chair  for  the  boy  and  engaged  him  in  a  serious  dis- 
cussion of  the  pressing  problems  of  second  grade  arith- 
metic. Will  Harper  was  trying  desperately  to  resist  the 
depersonalization  of  his  life.  But  he  got  home  at  night- 
such  nights  as  he  did  get  home— too  tired  even  to  eat  cove 
oyster  stew,  and  he  threw  himself  on  the  sofa,  slept  ten 
minutes,  and  resumed  his  work. 

The  University  had  to  be  built  and  opened  by  October, 
1892,  The  tools  at  hand  were  two  million  dollars,  ten 
acres  of  land,  an  ardent  scattering  of  Baptists,  and  the 
mind  and  personality  of  William  Rainey  Harper.  Harper 
was  jealous  of  his  idea;  he  must  do  everything  himself, 
down  to  the  most  trivial  detail,  for  nobody  else  really 
knew  what  he  was  trying  to  do.  He  must  even  supervise 
the  building  and  the  money-raising,  in  addition  to  the 
larger  assignments  of  organizing  the  curriculum  and  find- 
ing the  faculty.  Here  he  would  delegate  no  power  at  all. 
If  the  new  university  was  to  be  something  truly  new. 
Harper  would  have  to  pick  the  men  and  the  studies  him- 
self. He  would  fight  academic  traditionalism  as  he  had 
fought  theological  traditionalism. 
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CHICACO.  touo.  Qui.cv  FI./U.KI.III. F.c 
NEW  YORK,  104  KORTH  SrntiT 
MNCHESTCR,  38  Gcoxic  St«cct 
PARIS,  4-6  Rue  OEsPETirigEcunii 
CHEMNirZ  T..e>te>-St»3ie  14 


rAf4:a^o^    _  May  a6th*»0-  ^^- 


T.  T.   Oatea,  Cor.  See* 

Dear  Sir:  — 

Satisfied  that  the  eon- 
ditions  attached  to   the  noble  pledge  of  Mr. John 
D.  Kookefeller  to  give  |600,000  as  endovtnsnt 
for  a  new  institution  of  learning  to  be  loeataA 
in  this   olty  have  been  fulfilled,   I  take  great 
pleasure  in  notifying  you  that  I  am  prepared 
to  earry  out  ny  eorenant  of  Jsnuary  £13nd,l890, 
to  give  a  site  for   the  nev  institution  and  to 
furnish  further  land  on  the  terns   suggested* 
In  eonnon  with  all   citisana  of  this  elty,   I  ap- 
preciate the  aplvidld  benefaetlon  of  Mr.Soeke- 
feller  to  Chl«ago*        I  eongratulata  the  people 
of  this  eity  and  the   ttitlre  West  on  the  success 

aohiored,  and  with  all   friends  of  HH^^S^' 
culture  I   rejoice  that  another  noble  institu- 
tion Of  higher  learning  is  to  be    founded,   and 
founded  in  the  heart   of  the  Continent. 

r 

Tours  Tsry  truly,  V^^^ 


MR.   FIELD   KEEPS  A   PROMISE. 


But  it  seemed  to  him  that  theological  traditionalism 
might  stand  in  the  way  of  academic  innovation.  In  the 
midst  of  his  labors  he  began  to  worry  all  over  again  about 
the  question  of  orthodoxy.  He  would,  he  knew,  never 
yield  on  the  first  principle  of  all  his  theology,  the  principle 
of  truth  wherever  the  truth  might  lead.  Theological 
scholarship  in  America  was  dying,  a  victim  of  dogma. 
Harper's  historical  interpretation  of  the  scriptures  had 
revived  it,  but  it  had  stirred  the  dead  bones  and  aroused 
the  wrath  of  the  guardians  of  the  shrine. 

There  would  be  more  Dr.  Strongs.  The  Seminary  might 
find  itself  embarrassed  as  a  part  of  Harper's  truth-at-any- 
price  university.  Unless  he  made  his  position  clear,  right 
from  the  start,  the  supporters  of  the  institution  might 
desert  it  when  the  attacks  began  again.  He  could  remain 
at  Congregational  Yale  and  teach  as  he  wanted  to,  and  he 
did  not  intend  to  compromise  either  himself  or  the  new 
institution.  Goodspeed,  receiving  a  long  and  unhappy 
letter  from  him,  replied,  "We  have  settled  that  matter 
and  I  will  not  reopen  it."  Harper  thereupon  wrote  Rocke- 
feller, insisting  that  a  commission  of  Baptists  pass  upon 
his  orthodoxy  before  he  took  office.  "There  is  no  doubt 
that  the  way  I  present  Bible  truth  differs  largely  from 
that  of  leading  men  of  the  Baptist  denomination." 


The  Angry  Oil  King 


Rockefeller  was  angry.  He  had  long  since  grown  impa- 
tient with  what  he  called  "pushing  and  pulling"  over 
theology.  He  had  been  hopeful  that  "you  wise  men  will 
all  see  eye  to  eye"  on  the  matter  of  biblical  interpreta- 
tion.  Dr.   Morehouse,   one   of  the   men   whom   Harper 
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wanted  to  examine  his  orthodoxy,  flatly  refused  to  sit  in 
judgment  on  the  men  \\  ho  had  already  supported  Harper 
in  the  Strong  matter.  Rockefeller  and  Morehouse  wrote 
Harper  that  they  would  not  consider  his  request. 

"I  am  ready  to  go  to  Chicago,"  he  wrote  Dr.  More- 
house on  February  7,  1891.  "I  do  so,  however,  with  the 
understanding  that  everybody  has  known  beforehand  my 
platform  and  my  position  and  my  situation  and  that  I  am 
free  to  do  in  the  way  of  teaching  what,  under  all  the  cir- 
cumstances, seems  to  be  wise."  On  February  16  he  ac- 
cepted the  presidency  of  Chicago,  in  a  letter  written  from 
New  Haven  on  the  purloined  stationery  of  an  Ann 
Arbor,  Michigan,  hotel. 


A  Plan  on  the  Train 


He  had  known  for  years  what  kind  of  university  he 
wanted.  He  had  prepared  a  general  plan  on  the  train  be- 
tween Chicago  and  New  Haven  six  months  before.  Now 
he  had  to  make  the  blueprints  and  submit  them  to  the 
Trustees  in  December,  1891.  They  were  adopted  without 
a  hitch.  The  blueprints  were  as  staggering  as  the  vision 
had  been.  It  should  have  been  apparent  at  once,  even  to 
the  Trustees,  that  this  was  no  two-million-  or  ten-million- 
dollar  institution.  Nor  was  it  the  t\^'enty-million-dollar 
institution  Strong  had  asked  for.  But  it  seems  to  have  been 
apparent  to  no  one  but  the  pudgy  little  Professor  of 
Hebrew.  To  an  intimate  friend  he  confided  that  "the  first 
step  will  have  been  taken  when  the  University  has  fifty 
million  dollars." 

With  easy  effrontery.  Harper  organized  a  university  on 
a  scale  entirely  unwarranted  by  the  funds  at  hand  or  in 
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^<^  ■w. 


HARPER    HAD    PLANNED    THE    ENTIRE    UNIVERSITY    LONG    BEFORE    IT 
WAS  A  REALITY,  AS  THIS  PAGE  FROM  HIS  NOTEBOOK  REVEALS. 
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prospect.  God,  who  had  set  up  the  universe  without 
counting  the  cost,  would  set  up  the  University.  Harper 
\\as  onlv  His  humble  instrument,  and  other  instruments, 
less  humble,  perhaps,  but  better-heeled,  would  be  pro- 
vided. The  plan  of  the  Universitv,  he  told  Rockefeller, 
was  "very  simple,  but  thorough-going."  He  was  per- 
suaded, he  added,  that  "it  will  revolutionize  university 
studv  in  this  countrv." 

He  divided  the  institution  into  three  parts— the  Univer- 
sitv proper,  the  University  extension  work,  and  the  Uni- 
versitv publication  work.  Neither  extension  nor  publica- 
tion work  was  an  important  part  of  any  other  university. 
They  would  serve  Harper's  driving  ambition  to  educate 
everyone  evervwhere.  The  mutuality  of  understanding, 
among  scholars  in  different  fields  and  between  scholars 
and  the  outside  world,  had  been  realized,  Harper  said,  in 
the  great  universities  of  the  Middle  Ages  and  had  since 
disappeared.  Organized  extension  work,  which  did  not 
exist  in  iVmerica,  would  carrv  the  University  to  the  pub- 
lic, through  regular  lecture  courses  in  other  cities,  through 
evening  courses  in  downtown  Chicago,  through  corre- 
spondence courses,  and  through  library  service.  In  publi- 
cation, the  Universitv  would  bringr  together  the  minds  of 
men  in  anv  one  field  all  over  the  world  by  means  of 
learned  journals,  and  would  break  down  the  barriers  of 
specialization  by  the  publication  of  documents  bringing 
together  the  work  in  all  fields.  There  was  no  such  press, 
with  its  own  printing  plant,  in  America. 

The  University  proper  was  divided  into  the  academic 
college,  consisting  of  the  first  two  years,  and  the  univer- 
sity college,  consisting  of  the  last  two.  The  academic  col- 
lege would  be  devoted  to  general  education,  with  special- 
ization beginning  in  the  third  year.  Thus  was  the  junior 
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college,  now  a  standard  educational  unit,  given  its  im- 
pulse. It  was  Harper's  idea  to  unite  the  junior  college 
with  the  preparatory  period  of  education,  a  reform  now 
advanced  by  educators  everywhere. 


The  Real  Job  Is  Research 

Above  the  sophomore  year,  the  theme  of  the  University 
would  be  research  and  the  training  of  research  workers. 
One  of  Harper's  innovations  was  the  reduction  of  the 
teaching  load  to  eight  or  ten  hours  a  week,  so  that  the 
faculty  would  have  adequate  time  for  its  real  job,  that  of 
research.  In  addition  to  offering  scholars  and  scientists 
absolute  freedom  from  outside  interference,  the  new 
University  jarred  the  academic  world  by  doubling  the 
prevailing  salary  scale.  Top  salaries  of  $6,000  and  $7,000 
a  year,  offered  by  Harper,  ultimately  did  away  with  the 
near-peonage  of  the  poorest-paid  of  professions. 

The  respective  roles  of  the  past  and  the  present— a  ques- 
tion which  agitated  education  then  as  bitterly  as  it  does 
now— were  clearly  assigned  in  the  new  University. 
Harper,  with  his  whole  scholarly  career  embedded  in 
antiquity,  was  a  thoroughly  modern  spirit.  He  was  of  the 
past,  but  not  in  it.  His  respect  for  the  ancients  and  their 
thinking  verged  on  reverence,  but  his  respect  for  truth 
was  greater.  He  insisted  on  having  students  concentrate 
on  three,  or  even  two,  general  subjects  of  fundamental 
importance.  (The  prevalent  method  diffused  the  student's 
interest  over  half  a  dozen  subjects  at  a  time.)  The  object 
of  this  concentration  on  fundamental  subjects  was  the 
discipline  of  the  mind,  not  the  communication  of  infor- 
mation. The  tools  of  this  education  would  be  the  best 
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thinking  of  all  the  ages;  fifty  years  before  President 
Hutchins  began  his  clamor  for  the  revival  of  the  human 
tradition,  President  Harper  sat  on  an  international  com- 
mission to  select  and  publish  the  world's  great  books. 

But  the  ultimate  purpose  of  this  classical  discipline  was 
what  was  known  as  the  higher  criticism.  The  learning  of 
learned  men  was  useless  unless  they  were  equipped  to 
analyze  it;  mere  fact-finding,  purposeless  or  repetitious, 
would  not  pass  for  research  in  Harper's  university.  Al- 
ready the  spirit  of  rigorous  criticism  dominated  the  nat- 
ural sciences;  Harper  introduced  it  into  a  dangerous  area, 
the  social  sciences.  Recognizing  that  the  emancipation  of 
nature  was  bringing  with  it,  unheeded,  the  enslavement 
of  men,  Harper  declared  that  "the  times  are  asking  not 
merely  for  men  to  harness  electricity  and  sound,  but  for 
men  to  guide  us  in  complex  economic  and  social  duties." 
This  was  "the  crying  need." 


Against  Taboo  and  Tradition 

The  plan  cut  brutally  through  taboo  and  tradition. 
Women  would  be  admitted,  not  only  as  students  at  every 
level,  but  as  faculty  members,  for  the  first  time  in  any 
university.  Sports  would  be  conducted  for  the  students, 
"not,"  said  Harper,  "for  the  spectacular  entertainment  of 
enormous  crowds  of  people,"  and  for  the  first  time  in  any 
university  the  head  coach  would  be  a  professor  with 
tenure  that  did  not  depend  upon  his  winning  games. 
There  would  be  no  rigid  qualifications  for  matriculation, 
such  as  prevailed  at  other  endowed  universities;  students 
would  be  accepted,  not  on  the  basis  of  formal  grades  and 
credits,  but  on  the  basis  of  capacity  and  interest  in  higher 
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education.  The  library  must  be  a  comprehensive  collec- 
tion of  related  libraries,  meeting  the  needs  of  specialists  in 
every  department.  The  University  would  assist  in  the 
establishment  of  new  colleges  and  in  solving  the  prob- 
lems of  old  ones. 

Ever  since  his  Morgan  Park  days  Harper  had  been  de- 
termined to  salvage  the  summertime  for  education  and 
scholarship.  The  notion  that  minds  and  buildings  should 
stand  empty  one-fourth  of  the  year  was  intolerable  to 
him.  Now  was  his  chance.  Chicago  would  not  have  semes- 
ters; it  would  have  the  quarter  system.  No  existing  insti- 
tution had  a  regular  summer  quarter.  A  summer  quarter 
would  utilize  the  plant  more  effectively  and  produce 
more  revenue. 

But  these  material  considerations,  though  they  appealed 
to  the  Rockefeller  streak  in  Harper,  were  secondary.  The 
summer  quarter  would  enable  students  who  had  to  work 
their  way  through  to  complete  their  college  education  in 
three  years.  If  students  had  to  drop  out  for  a  few  months, 
on  account  of  illness  or  lack  of  funds,  they  could  still 
keep  their  place  in  their  class  by  attending  summers. 
Graduate  students,  teachers,  and  professors  could  take 
advanced  courses  during  their  vacation.  And  there  would 
be  four  convocations;  students  could  take  their  degree  as 
soon  as  they  completed  their  work,  and  President  Harper 
would  have  four  ceremonious  occasions  on  which  he 
could  hammer  home  the  University's  ideals— and  its  needs. 

"If  the  first  faculty  of  the  University  of  Chicago  had 
met  in  a  tent,"  said  President  Hutchins,  at  his  own  in- 
auguration, "this  would  still  have  been  a  great  university." 
No  one  could  have  felt  more  profoundly  than  Harper  the 
infallibility  of  the  adage  that  it  is  men  and  nothing  but 
men  that  make  education.  It  was  Harper,  not  Denison, 
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UNFRENZIED    FINANCE. 


Harper,  not  Morgan  Park,  Harper,  not  Yale,  that  revived 
the  study  of  Hebrew  and  revitalized  American  theology. 
It  was  men  who  made  education.  Since  research  Mas  to  be 
the  principal  occupation  of  the  University,  the  quest  for 
men  was  a  quest  for  mentalities  rather  than  personalities. 
The  Harper  criterion  of  selection  was  difficult,  he  had  to 
know  a  great  mind,  not  only  in  theology  or  language,  but 
in  the  sciences  and  in  economics  and  history,  when  he 
saw  one. 


Bobby:  **Good-bye,  God' 

There  were  more  than  a  thousand  applications  for 
faculty  jobs  and  Harper  handled  them  all.  Most  of  them 
he  rejected  remorselessly.  He  wanted  the  best  minds  in 
the  country,  from  the  most  famous  department  head 
down  to  the  youngest  docent.  He  had  to  go  out  and  get 
them.  There  was  plenty  to  attract  them  to  Chicago,  but 
there  was,  it  seemed,  even  more  to  repel  them.  Scholars, 
like  other  people,  hate  to  pull  up  their  roots.  There  were 
other  objections,  too.  Who  knew  how  long  Harper  would 
last,  and  after  Harper  was  gone,  what  would  happen  to 
Rockefeller,  and  if  Rockefeller  went,  what  would  happen 
to  Chicago?  Finally,  there  was  the  unscholarly  atmos- 
phere of  the  roaring  west,  a  concern  that  revealed  itself 
in  the  bedtime  prayer  of  little  Bobby  Hale,  whose  father, 
the  Latinist,  was  induced  to  leave  Cornell  for  a  Harper 
professorship:  "Good-bye,  God,  we  are  going  to  Chi- 
cago." 

Harper  had  to  go  out  and  bring  in  the  men  he  wanted, 
by  something  approaching  force.  After  almost  a  year  of 
unrelenting  effort,  he  admitted  he  was  "completely  dis- 
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couraged."  He  didn't  have  a  single  department  head.  He 
could  not  bud^e  the  men  he  wanted.  Professor  Herbert  P. 
Adams  of  Johns  Hopkins  rejected  the  chairmanship  of 
the  History  Department;  "I  like  you  and  Chicago  and  all 
that  your  new  combination  represents,  but  I  have  chosen 
the  Babylonian  captivity  rather  than  an  Egyptian  alli- 
ance." If  he  could  only  get  these  men  to  visit  Chicago,  if 
they  would  only  let  him  show  them  ^hat  was  happening, 
they  would  never  get  away.  J.  Laurence  Laughlin,  the 
Cornell  economist  who  was  one  of  the  framers  of  the 
Federal  Reserve  System,  made  the  mistake  of  dropping  in 
to  see  Harper.  He  had  no  intention  of  leaving  Cornell. 
But  he  stayed  for  dinner,  and  then  he  stayed  overnight, 
and  then  he  stayed  for  twenty-five  years. 


The  Free  Air  of  Chicago 

While  i\merican  scholars  remained  immobile,  Harper's 
international  friendships,  formed  at  academic  congresses 
and  maintained  by  correspondence,  began  to  yield  fruit. 
He  wanted  Richard  Green  Aloulton,  the  pioneer  in  exten- 
sion work  in  England,  to  do  the  same  job  for  America  and 
to  come  to  Chicago  to  do  it.  Moulton  finally  agreed  to 
come  for  a  year,  to  get  it  started.  He  remained  the  rest  of 
his  life.  Harper  did  not  admire  the  narrowness  of  the 
German  universities,  but  he  admired  the  breadth  of  cer- 
tain German  scholars,  men  like  \^on  Hoist  in  history,  and 
Maschke  and  Bolza  in  mathematics.  Sure  enough,  they 
were  interested  in  breathing  freer  air,  and  they  found  it 
in  Chicago. 

Gates  was  now  stationed  in  New  York  as  Rockefeller's 
personal  representative.  His   job  was  to  keep  Harper's 
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finances  straight— and  narrow.  Rockefeller  himself  could 
not  resist  Harper;  he  had  to  hire  a  harder-boiled  man  to 
do  it.  He  had  impressed  on  Gates  just  two  principles  in 
connection  with  the  University.  It  must  get  increasing 
support  outside,  and  it  must  operate  within  its  income. 
When  Harper,  at  Gates'  request,  submitted  trial  budgets. 
Gates  saw  that  they  called  for  deficit  financing.  He  was 
stern  with  Harper.  Harper  was  "in  despair"  because  the 
men  he  wanted  for  the  faculty  were  skeptical  of  the  Uni- 
versity's financial  stability. 

In  Frederick  W.  Gates,  Harper  was  up  against  a  man 
who  made  Rockefeller  look  Hke  a  philanthropist.  Gates, 
like  Harper,  was  an  artist  at  arousing  other  men's  en- 
thusiasm; unlike  Harper's,  his  own  was  usually  under 
control.  In  October  of  1891  the  president  of  the  Univer- 
sity went  East  to  talk  to  Gates  and  persuaded  him  that 
the  situation  was  serious.  It  was  the  beginning  of  January, 
1892.  The  opening  of  the  University  was  scheduled  for 
October  1,  less  than  nine  months  away,  and  there  was  no 
faculty.  Gates  decided  to  visit  Chicago.  It  was  the  same 
mistake  that  Laughlin  had  made. 

Taking  the  professional  skinflint  by  the  arm.  President 
Harper  led  him  over  the  wooden  walks  that  bridged  the 
level  marsh,  conjuring  up  great  laboratories  and  libraries 
until  Gates  was  almost  ready  to  admit  they  were  there. 
The  fact  that  the  plant  consisted  of  the  foundations  of 
tMO  buildings,  that  only  half  a  dozen  men  had  signed  up 
for  the  faculty,  that  there  wasn't  a  cent  available  for 
apparatus,  for  books,  for  heating,  lighting,  janitorial,  sec- 
retarial, and  administrative  costs— it  all  seemed  suddenly 
unimportant  as  long  as  Harper  held  your  arm  and  talked. 
Gates  was  mesmerized.  He  wrote  Rockefeller  a  long  let- 
ter: "Let  me  say  that  none  of  us  ever  dreamed  at  the  first 
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of  the  magnitude  of  the  opportunities,  the  promise,  the 
occasion.  It  has  grown  on  our  wondering  eyes  month  by 
month.  I  stand  in  awe  of  this  thing.  God  is  in  it  in  a  most 
wonderful  way." 

With  God  and  Gates  on  Harper's  side.  Rockefeller  was 
helpless.  Gates  asked  for  another  two  million  dollars- 
more  than  Harper,  with  all  his  audacity,  would  have 
dared  to  ask  for.  Rockefeller  immediately  gave  another 
million.  Marshall  Field  gave  $100,000  on  the  condition 
that  another  $900,000  be  raised  in  sixty  days.  Half  of  it 
was  raised  in  fifty  days,  and  Field  extended  the  offer  for 
another  thirty.  The  Trustees,  who  now  included  the  most 
influential  men  in  Chicago,  put  all  their  effort  into  the 
drive. 

Most  of  Chicago's  rich  men  were  "self-made."  Some  of 
them  were  self-educated  and  some  of  them  uneducated. 
They  might  be  generous,  but  they  couldn't  see  this  edu- 
cation thing,  beyond,  of  course,  enough  reading,  writing, 
and  arithmetic  to  enable  a  man  to  make  change  and  keep 
books.  They  could  not,  however,  refuse  to  talk  to  Presi- 
dent Harper  when  a  distinguished  fellow-citizen  asked 
them  to,  and  once  they  walked  into  Harper's  parlor,  they 
were  lost. 

The  million  was  raised  within  ninety  days,  bringing  the 
endowment  to  four  million.  In  1888  Harper  had  written 
Goodspeed:  "I  have  every  time  claimed  that  nothing  less 
than  four  million  would  be  satisfactory  to  begin  with." 

With  only  a  few  months  more  to  complete  the  all- 
important  task  of  finding  a  faculty.  Harper  found  that 
he  simply  couldn't  be  in  enough  places  at  once.  Rockefel- 
ler warned  him  against  spreading  himself  out  too  thin. 
Harper  submitted  his  working  schedule  to  his  old  friend 
President  Faunce  of  Brown.  Faunce  decided  that  he  had 
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to  give  up  something,  and,  since  he  would  not  relinquish 
any  of  his  continuing  enterprises,  he  cancelled  thirty-six 
lecture  engagements.  This  gave  him  a  little  more  time  to 
prowl  around  the  country,  turning  up  now  at  one  insti- 
tution, now  at  another,  shamelessly  robbing  Yale,  Har- 
vard, Cornell,  Hopkins  and  other  schools  of  their  best 
men. 


The  Raid  on  Clark 


The  Clark  University  episode  was  worthy  of  that 
master  muscler-in,  John  D.  Rockefeller.  Three-year-old 
Clark  was  a  collection  of  great  scholars,  but  the  faculty 
was  on  such  bad  terms  with  the  President  that  it  was 
ready  to  resign,  and  President  Hall  was  on  such  bad  terms 
with  Founder  Clark  that  the  continuance  of  the  school 
itself  was  in  doubt.  Harper  simply  moved  in  and  took  it 
over.  With  the  Clark  crisis  at  its  height,  he  appeared  there 
one  morning,  went  to  the  home  of  Professor  Charles  C. 
Whitman,  and  met  and  hired  most  of  the  Clark  faculty. 
Then  he  went  to  Hall  and,  informing  him  of  his  action, 
offered  to  hire  him  too.  Hall  furiously  declined  the  offer, 
comparing  Harper,  a  little  infehcitously,  to  "the  eagle 
which  robs  the  hawk  of  its  prey." 

It  was  not  the  first  time  that  Harper,  his  heart  fixed 
wholly  on  his  great  objective,  had  ignored  propriety. 
When  he  left  Yale,  after  President  Dwight  raised  a  great 
endowment  to  keep  him,  Dwight  compared  him  to  "a 
pastor  on  whose  behalf  a  house  or  an  endowment  has, 
with  earnest  and  continued  effort,  been  secured,  and  who, 
when  the  thing  has  been  accomplished,  is  called  to  an- 
other parish.  ...  I  would  much  rather  you  had  never  come 
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to  Yale  at  all.  .  .  ."  Other  university  presidents,  down  the 
years,  resented  him  just  as  bitterly.  But  Harper,  given  his 
goal,  was  no  less  ruthless  than  Rockefeller,  given  his. 

The  first  faculty  of  the  University  of  Chicago,  as  it 
was  finally  established  a  few  days  before  the  opening  of 
the  institution,  was  the  strongest  faculty  in  America.  It 
included  eight  former  presidents  of  colleges  and  univer- 
sities, with  a  ninth  added  during  the  year.  It  included  the 
country's  first  Dean  of  Women,  in  the  person  of  Alice 
Freeman  Palmer,  former  President  of  Wellesley.  It  in- 
cluded the  country's  first  Jewish  theologian  in  a  Christian 
university,  in  the  person  of  the  great  Rabbi  Emil  G. 
Hirsch  as  Professor  of  Biblical  Literature  and  Philosophy, 
It  included  the  country's  first  professional  football  coach, 
in  the  person  of  Amos  Alonzo  Stagg,  who,  incidentally, 
was  also  captain  of  the  team. 


A  Happy  Hesitation 

When  it  came  to  hiring  the  men  he  wanted,  Harper 
was  impatient  to  the  point  of  recklessness.  He  had  known 
of  Stagg  as  an  athlete  and  Bible  student  at  Yale.  He  sum- 
moned the  curly  headed  young  man  and  offered  him  an 
instructorship  at  $1,500  a  year.  Stagg,  who  moved  much 
slower  oflr  the  football  field  than  on  it,  was  about  to  ac- 
cept when  Harper,  mistaking  his  awkwardness  for  hesi- 
tation, said,  "I'll  make  it  an  assistant  professorship  at 
$2,000."  Stagg  was  still  trying  to  say  yes,  when  Harper 
said,  "An  associate  professorship  at  $2,500,  and  appoint- 
ment for  life."  Stagg  finally  managed  to  accept,  and 
Harper  closed  the  interview.  The  Old  Man— then  in  his 
twenties— went  outside  and  sat  down  to  catch  his  breath. 
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The  Clark  haul  alone  gave  Chicago  first  rank  in  biol- 
ogy; of  the  sixteen  biologists  at  Clark,  all  but  four  went 
with  Harper.  Whitman,  a  pioneer  in  embryology,  became 
head  of  the  Biology  Department,  bringing  with  him  such 
distinguished  men  as  Franklin  P.  Alall  in  anatomy,  H.  H. 
Donaldson  in  neurology.  Clark  was  tapped  in  other  fields, 
too.  A.  A.  Michelson,  later  the  first  American  to  win  the 
Nobel  Prize  in  science,  took  the  chairmanship  of  the 
Physics  Department,  and  John  U.  Nef,  already  a  leader 
in  organic  chemistry,  became  Chairman  of  the  Chemistry 
Department. 

From  the  presidency  of  Colby  came  Albion  Woodbury 
Small  to  organize  the  science  of  sociology,  from  the 
Presidency  of  Wisconsin,  Thomas  Chrowder  Chamberlin, 
who  subsequently  developed  the  planetesimal  hypothesis 
of  the  origin  of  the  universe.  Chamberlin  brought  with 
him  another  great  geologist,  Rollin  D.  Salisbury.  From 
Bryn  Alawr  came  Paul  Shorey,  the  foremost  Greek 
scholar  of  his  time,  and  Jacques  Loeb,  the  brilliant  physi- 
ologist, and  from  Northwestern  Eliakim  Hastings  Moore 
to  head  an  eminent  Department  of  Mathematics. 

Harper  brought  all  these  men  together,  not  only  to  give 
first-class  zoologists  or  philologists  a  chance  to  work  with 
other  first-class  zoologists  or  philologists,  but  also  to  give 
men  in  widely  separated  fields  a  chance  to  know  each 
other.  The  barriers  of  specialization,  with  the  advance  of 
the  sciences,  had  risen  almost  to  insurmountability.  Men 
in  different  fields  never  met  each  other  and  couldn't  talk 
to  each  other  if  they  did.  Harper  was  determined  to  tear 
down  the  barriers.  He  would  create  a  community  of 
scholars  in  the  deepest  sense  of  the  word  community. 

And  this,  as  the  tight-fisted  Gates  realized  with  some 
horror,  was  only  the  beginning.  Harper's  plan  included 
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professional  schools  ^\■hich,  apart  from  divinity,  were  still 
to  materialize.  But  he  ivas  foUo^i-i]ig  his  plan,  step  by  step. 
This  thing  would,  in  time,  cost  more  millions  than  Rocke- 
feller had  to  give.  And  there  was  no  checking  Harper;  he 
didn't  count  costs,  and  he  didn't  have  time  to  listen  sober- 
ly while  others  counted  them.  To  complain  to  him  from 
New  York  was  to  submit  oneself  to  an  account  of  the 
hopeless  poverty  of  the  new  institution;  to  come  to  Chi- 
cago for  a  personal  investigation  was  to  walk  into  his 
spell. 


The  Treasurer  Didn't  Dare 

Gates'  early  fears  were  justified  in  the  years  that  fol- 
lowed. The  debts  and  deficits  mounted  year  by  year  until 
in  1896  the  University  was,  by  anybody's  book-keeping, 
on  the  rocks.  The  country  didn't  know  it  because  the 
University  didn't  dare  publish  a  treasurer's  report.  Har- 
per really  \\  anted  to  economize,  especially  after  each  of 
his  painful  annual  interviews  with  the  stony  Gates.  But  he 
couldn't.  The  sun  shone  on  a  new  horizon  every  day,  and 
he  reached  for  it.  "He  asked  the  trustees  for  as  much  as 
he  dared,"  said  John  Matthews  Manly,  "and  then  he  spent 
as  much  more  as  he  dared." 

During  his  whole  administration  he  fought  everybody— 
Rockefeller,  Gates,  Goodspeed,  the  Trustees— on  the 
question  of  spending.  After  his  death  Goodspeed  agreed 
with  Gates  that  he  had  in  fact  created  the  deficits  as  a 
kind  of  lever  on  Rockefeller.  Each  year  he  presented  the 
capitalist  with  the  necessity  of  putting  in  more  in  order 
to  save  what  Rockefeller  called  "the  best  investment  I 
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ever  made."  Guileless  Willie  Harper  had,  going  down  the 
years  with  Rockefeller,  acquired  guile. 

If  Rockefeller  had  actually  given  Harper  money  freely, 
"it  is  doubtful,"  said  George  Vincent,  "whether  even  the 
Rockefeller  fortune  could  have  survived."  The  show- 
down came  when  Rockefeller,  satisfied  that  Harper  was 
leading  the  institution  (if  not  the  Rockefeller  fortune)  to 
bankruptcy,  refused  to  make  another  contribution  unless 
the  budget  for  1905  was  balanced.  Harper  balanced  it, 
gravely  reporting  the  $26  surplus  to  the  Oil  King.  Rocke- 
feller replied  with  a  million-dollar  gift,  but  by  the  time 
the  gift  was  reported  the  budget-balancer  was  gone. 


Champion  Money-raiser 

Harper  intended  to  open  the  University  with  a  faculty 
of,  perhaps,  seventy.  But  one  appointment  led  to  an- 
other; when  he  got  a  leader  in  one  school  of  economic  or 
political  thinking,  he  had  to  have  a  leader  of  an  opposing 
school  to  offset  him.  These  great  men  who  took  different 
positions  had  to  be  brought  together  to  reconcile  them. 
Every  view  had  to  be  represented.  By  opening  day  the 
faculty  numbered  one  hundred  twenty,  and  Harper  was 
hiring  more.  In  every  case  Gates  and  the  Trustees,  them- 
selves no  judges  of  scholarly  merit,  were  swept  off  their 
feet  by  Harper's  insistence  that  this  particular  appointee 
represented  an  opportunity  the  University  could  not 
afford  to  pass  up.  That  \\'as  the  way  he  always  presented 
his  case,  to  Rockefeller,  to  the  Trustees,  to  the  local 
merchant  princes.  And,  since  he  believed  it  himself,  it 
worked. 
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Will  Harper  could  sell  anybody  anything.  The  late 
Professor  Philip  Schuyler  Allen  recalled  the  time  Harper 
walked  into  a  smoking-room  on  a  train  between  Chicago 
and  New  York.  There  were  four  men  sitting  there,  none 
of  whom  knew  each  other.  By  the  time  the  night  was 
half  over  the  four  had  pledged  a  total  of  $50,000  for 
archaeological  research  at  the  University  of  Chicago. 
Harper's  own  correspondence  discloses  that  Miss  Helen 
Culver  wanted  to  give  the  city  of  Chicago  $50,000  for  an 
art  museum:  after  a  three-hour  conversation  with  Harper 
she  found  she  wanted  to  give  the  University  a  million 
dollars  for  biology  instead.  Charles  T.  Yerkes,  the  coldest 
plunderer  of  his  time,  never  suspected  himself  of  harbor- 
ing a  latent  interest  in  the  search  for  truth  until  he  met 
the  President  of  the  new  University  of  Chicago. 

Somewhere  in  between  raising  money— and  men  to  take 
it— Harper  found  time  to  go  on  with  his  summer  schools 
and  his  correspondence  schools,  his  journals,  and  his  defin- 
itive analysis  of  Amos  and  Hosea.  And  he  grew  always 
more  tired.  His  older  son  Sam  had  advanced  from  the  role 
of  carrying  the  can  of  eggnog  to  that  of  getting  his  father 
out  of  bed  in  the  morning,  pulling  his  two  sweaters  over 
his  head  and  sending  him  unsteadily  off  on  his  bicycle  in 
a  futile  effort  to  take  off  weight.  Getting  him  out  of  bed 
grew  more  and  more  difficult,  for  he  either  worked  until 
dawn  or  sent  for  his  secretary  to  take  dictation  between 
five  and  seven  in  the  morning.  When  Sam  asked  him,  one 
day,  why  he  worked  so  hard,  his  father  looked  seriously 
at  the  boy  for  a  few  moments,  and  said,  "Sam,  I've  got  to 
kill  myself  doing  this.  There  isn't  much  time." 

He  had  always  worked  as  if  he  had  to  kill  himself 
doing  it,  as  if  there  wasn't  much  time,  but  he  had  never 
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before  said  so.  What  did  he  mean?  Why  did  he  think  he 
had  to  kill  himself?  Why  wasn't  there  much  time?  Was  it 
because  he  felt  that  Rockefeller  alone  would  and  could 
go  on  supporting  this  thing,  and  that  even  Rockefeller 
would  not  go  on  forever?  There  was  some  reason  to 
think  so,  some  reason  to  believe  that  there  would  never 
be  another  man  able  to  support  so  stupendous  a  venture 
without  wanting  a  voice  in  its  control. 


$50  Million-the  First  Step 

"When  the  University  has  fifty  million  dollars,"  Harper 
had  said,  "the  first  step  will  have  been  taken."  Nobody 
but  Rockefeller  had  fifty  million  dollars  to  give,  and 
Rockefeller  would  give  it,  for  a  venture  like  this,  to  no 
one  but  Harper. 

But  what  was  the  hurry?  Rockefeller  was  only  fifty- 
three.  He  was  getting  richer  faster  every  year.  "He  gives 
with  both  hands,"  Bob  LaFollette  was  telling  the  country, 
"but  he  takes  with  many."  Harper  was  only  thirty-six, 
but  he  was  giving  with  many  hands,  and  he  was  terribly 
tired. 

Overpowering  w^eariness  tried  to  assert  itself  and  was 
beaten  back.  The  occasional  pains  in  his  abdomen  flashed 
their  signals,  but  the  grimace  that  tried  to  twist  his  happy 
face  was  repressed.  He  smiled  his  sweet,  unworldly  smile, 
and  his  eyes,  through  their  thick,  gold-rimmed  spectacles, 
were  always  alight  with  infectious  joy.  He  moved  serene- 
ly from  one  appointment  to  another.  Blessed  with  a 
phlegmatic  body  and  a  feverish  mind,  he  never  seemed  to 
hurry.  Every  one  of  the  thousands  of  men  and  women 
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Santa  Rockefeller  sent  $3,000,000  in  advance./  Will  he  bring  more?  ^  f9  »£ 


who  passed  through  his  office  felt  that  Harper  had  noth- 
ing else  to  do  at  the  moment  but  see  him,  that,  as  a  mat- 
ter of  fact,  he  was  just  the  person  Harper  wanted  to  see. 

Throwing  his  feet  up  on  his  littered  desk,  his  garter- 
less  socks  revealing  a  stretch  of  leg  beneath  the  muddied, 
unpressed  cuffs  of  trousers  that  were  much  too  narrow 
for  the  hams  they  cased,  the  President  of  the  University 
of  Chicago  would  lean  back  in  the  swivel  chair  he  over- 
flowed, clasp  his  hands  behind  his  head,  shut  his  eyes,  and 
say  to  his  visitor:  "Talk  to  me.  Tell  me  what  you've  been 
doing  and  what  you  want  to  do."  He  seemed  to  fall 
asleep,  yet  he  nodded  at  appropriate  intervals  and  said, 
"Yes,  yes,  I  see,"  and  when  the  interview  was  over  Harper 
had  heard  it  all.  And  the  visitor,  leaving  after  a  leisurely 
half  hour  of  talk,  looked  at  his  watch  outside  and  dis- 
covered he  had  been  there  only  five  minutes. 

Insisting,  as  he  did,  on  running  his  own  department  on 
a  full-time  basis,  in  making  every  faculty  appointment 
himself,  and  in  passing  upon  every  detail  of  administration 
apart  from  the  niggling  question  of  funds.  Harper  was 
certain  to  be  regarded  as  a  tyrant.  And  so  he  was,  even  by 
a  large  proportion  of  his  own  faculty.  He  could  never 
have  been  an  elected  executive,  responsive  to  the  will  and 
the  whim  of  his  constituents.  He  had  to  serve  democracy 
in  his  own  undemocratic  way,  as  would  his  University. 
Yet,  he  was  positively  eager  to  hear  every  man  out.  He 
wasn't  inflexible;  he  simply  did  his  own  flexing.  And  the 
simplicity  that  informed  his  whole  nature  deprived  his 
enemies  of  their  fire.  As  for  him,  he  didn't  know  he  had 
enemies.  He  held  no  grudges.  He  had  no  time  to. 

There  was  no  time,  no  time  to  waste  on  the  simple 
family  pleasures  he  enjoyed  as  much  as  any  man.  Still, 
though  the  house  might  be  filled  with  guests,  ranging 
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from  obscure  scholars  to  President  Theodore  Roosevelt, 
the  whole  Harper  family,  including  Davida  and  Sam,  and 
even  little  Paul,  sat  down  at  the  table  together  and  the 
head  of  the  house  invoked  the  blessing  of  God  upon  the 
meal.  And  though  conferences  with  his  intimate  friends 
now  dealt  with  matters  of  millions  instead  of  some  nice 
point  of  Prophecy,  the  conferences  were  held  at  De- 
Jonghe's  in  Chicago  or  Delmonico's  or  the  Murray  Hill 
in  New  York,  and  the  wines  were  selected  by  Will 
Harper. 


Who  Has  Time  for  Lunch? 

He  even  stole  time,  once  in  a  while,  from  the  few 
winks  of  sleep  that  were  left  him,  to  play  practical  jokes, 
like  the  seven-course  Christmas  dinner,  consisting  entirely 
of  corn-meal  mush,  prepared  with  elaborate  ceremony  by 
the  epicure  himself.  He  found  that  missing  lunch  entirely 
not  only  saved  time  but  whetted  his  appetite  for  an  espe- 
cially good  dinner,  and  the  smell  of  steaming  cove  oyster 
stew,  as  Ella  Harper  set  it  on  the  table,  still  awakened 
him  from  the  deepest  sleep. 

October  1  approached,  and  the  dormitory  and  the  lec- 
ture hall  began  to  assume  their  Gothic  dignity.  President 
Harper,  of  course,  had  planned  the  campus  himself,  and 
supervised  the  architecture.  The  buildings  would  not  be 
isolated  "colleges,"  but  related  spatially  as  closely  as  the 
departments  were  to  be  related  intellectually.  Out  on  the 
Midway,  across  the  street  from  the  as  yet  unimpressive 
City  Grey,  was  rising  the  gaudy  City  White,  the  World's 
Columbian  Exposition.  Chicagoans,  passing  the  University 
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on  their  way  to  watch  the  construction  of  the  Fair, 
looked  coldly  at  the  cold  grey  stones  piling  up.  Rocke- 
feller had  been  right  when  he  doubted  Goodspeed's  asser- 
tion that  Chicago  wanted  a  university.  Harper  was  not  a 
popular  figure  in  the  city;  to  the  extent  that  he  was  a 
figure  at  all,  he  took  the  contradictory  forms  of  a  dodder- 
ing old  sage  on  the  one  hand  and  one  of  Rockefeller's 
sinister  henchmen  on  the  other. 


'Harper's  Folly' 


The  country  followed  the  progress  of  "Harper's  Folly" 
with  mixed  amusement  and  contempt.  One  cartoonist 
portrayed  Rockefeller  fleeing  from  Harper  and  dropping 
million-dollar  bills  to  delay  the  pursuit.  The  Hearst  pa- 
pers, campaigning  against  the  well-hated  Oil  King  and 
corporations  in  general,  depicted  a  fawning  Harper  hold- 
ing a  tin  cup  up  to  an  octopus-like  Rockefeller  and  say- 
ing, "Don't  forget  the  professor."  Harper  was  impervious. 
His  single-minded  purpose  consumed  him.  If  he  reacted  to 
the  cry  of  "tainted  money,"  he  never  said  so.  He  wasn't 
thinking  about  the  color  or  smell  of  the  money;  he  was 
thinkinor  of  its  use. 

In  time  the  attacks  subsided  and  the  man  was  generally 
looked  upon  as  a  master  of  the  art  that  interested  him 
least:  money-raising.  When  he  persuaded  the  Sultan  of 
Turkey  to  rescind  the  ancient  ban  on  archaeological  ex- 
cavation, an  American  newspaper  said,  "Abdul  is  lucky  to 
escape  so  easily.  He  might  have  been  drawn  in  for  a  sub- 
scription of  a  million  or  two."  This  was  a  banal  light  in 
which  to  place  a  man  who  had  no  personal  love  of  money, 
but  another  contemporary  observer,  arguing  that  it  was 
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PEOPEE    FUNCTION   OF  COLLEGE    PEESIDENTS. 


HARPER  ONCE  MET  A  WOMAN  STUDENT  AT  THE  I.C.  STATION  AND 
CARRIED  HER  BAGS  TO  CAMPUS.  WHEN  THE  STORY  GOT  OUT,  A 
LOCAL  PAPER  TEASED  HIM  WITH  THIS  CARTOON. 


Harper  and  not  Rockefeller  who  founded  the  University, 
insisted,  with  considerable  accuracy,  that  "the  man  did 
not  follow  the  money;  the  money  followed  the  man." 

During  the  two  years  preceding  October  1,  1892,  the 
offices  of  the  new  University  received  more  than  three 
thousand  inquiries  from  prospective  students,  without  a 
semblance  of  promotional  effort  on  the  part  of  the  insti- 
tution itself.  Everywhere  Harper  went,  to  lecture  or  to 
visit,  young  people  wanted  to  know  about  Chicago.  And 
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Harper  told  them,  with  all  the  enthusiasm  he  put  into  his 
meetings  with  Gates  or  the  local  millionaires.  These  boys 
and  girls  were  more  important  than  founders  or  donors; 
it  was  they  who  would  carry  on  the  tradition  he  was 
organizing  long  after  the  men  who  gave  it  life  were  gone. 


A  Contempt  for  Dignity 

His  contempt  for  what  other  men  called  dignity  en- 
abled him  to  collar  prospective  students  wherever  he 
went.  Invited  to  deliver  the  commencement  address  at 
the  Platteville  State  Normal  School  in  Wisconsin,  he  was 
met  at  the  station  by  an  awe-stricken  boy  who  had  been 
chosen  for  the  honor  of  driving  the  famous  visitor  to  the 
campus.  When  the  boy  motioned  him  into  the  back  of 
the  buggy,  the  great  man  said,  "I'll  ride  up  in  front  with 
you,"  and  when  the  boy,  under  persistent  questioning, 
admitted  that  he  intended  to  enter  the  University  of  Wis- 
consin the  following  autumn.  Harper  sidled  over  to  him, 
put  his  arm  around  his  shoulder,  and  said,  "Young  man, 
have  you  considered  the  University  of  Chicago?"  All  the 
way  to  the  campus  Harper  expounded  the  advantages  of 
Chicago  over  Wisconsin,  mentioning  the  fact,  in  passing, 
that  he  had  hired  the  President  of  Wisconsin  to  head  his 
Geology  department.  The  young  man,  whose  name  was 
Charlton  Beck,  decided  to  go  to  Chicago.  (The  late 
Charlton  Beck,  SB  '04,  served  as  alumni  secretary  and 
editor  of  the  university  of  Chicago  magazine  for  nearly 
two  decades,  until  1946.) 

The  Trustees  thought  there  should  be  a  great  ceremony 
on  the  occasion  of  the  opening  day.  They  thought  Mr. 
Rockefeller  would  think  so,  too.  But  Harper  was  opposed 
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to  it.  He  loved  processions  the  way  a  small  boy  loves 
parades,  but  not  this  time.  This  time  the  University 
would  simply  open,  "as  if  it  were  the  continuation  of  a 
work  which  had  been  conducted  for  a  thousand  years,"  A 
majority  of  the  Trustees  disagreed,  and  Harper  laid  the 
matter  before  Rockefeller.  The  latter  took  the  occasion 
to  tell  the  Trustees  that  he  preferred  "to  rest  the  whole 
weight  of  the  management  on  the  shoulders  of  the  proper 
officers.  Donors  can  be  certain  that  their  gifts  will  be 
preserved  and  made  continuously  and  largely  useful,  after 
their  own  voices  can  no  longer  be  heard,  only  in  so  far  as 
they  see  wisdom  and  skill  in  the  management,  quite  inde- 
pendently of  themselves,  now." 

Neither  Rockefeller  nor  his  family  ever  suggested  that 
a  man  be  appointed  or  fired,  nor  did  they  ever  make  a 
statement  publicly  or  privately  that  might  even  be  dis- 
torted to  look  like  an  intrusion  upon  the  conduct  of  the 
institution  or  the  content  of  the  curriculum.  Donors  like 
that  were  rare  then,  and  if  they  are  commoner  now  it  was 
because  William  Rainey  Harper,  in  his  fight  for  absolute 
academic  freedom,  had  the  biggest  donor  of  all  as  his  ally. 

The  night  before  October  1,  Harper  worked  late  (as 
usual),  not  on  the  problems  of  opening  day,  but  (also  as 
usual),  on  matters  far  in  the  future.  Harry  Pratt  Judson, 
his  dean,  was  with  him.  It  was  after  midnight  when 
Harper  lifted  his  head  from  the  papers  in  front  of  him. 
He  sat  back  slowly,  and  his  overstrained  eyes  slowly 
closed.  He  was  as  thoroughly  exhausted  as  a  man  could 
be.  The  impossible— Harper  himself,  many  years  later, 
confided  to  a  friend  that  "an  awful  lot  of  this  was  done 
on  bluff"— was  coming  true.  "I  wonder,"  he  said,  half  to 
himself,  half  to  Judson,  "if  there  will  be  a  single  student 
there  tomorrow."  He  still  couldn't  believe  it. 
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ROCKEFELLER,  DEEPLY   MOVED,  WRITES  HIS  FRIEND  UPON  HEARING 
THAT  THE  DOCTORS  HAVE  GIVEN  HARPER  ONLY  A  YEAR  TO  LIVE. 
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But  at  8:30  the  following  morning  when  the  bell  rang 
in  the  still  unfinished  Lecture  Hall,  there  were  five  hun- 
dred and  ninety-four  students  in  their  seats,  a  hundred 
and  sixty-six  of  them  graduate  workers.  They  had  come 
from  thirteen  foreign  countries;  the  University  of  Chi- 
cago, the  day  it  opened,  was  a  national  institution.  The 
professors,  including  Harper  in  Semitic  languages,  were 
at  their  desks,  and  the  teaching  began  just  as  it  does  in  any 
day  in  any  school.  The  science  departments,  having  no 
buildings  to  work  in,  had  installed  themselves,  their  appa- 
ratus, and  their  students  in  empty  flats  on  Fifty-fifth 
Street,  several  blocks  from  the  campus. 


The  Doxology 


At  12:30  the  students  and  faculty  gathered  informally 
in  the  assembly  room  on  the  first  floor  of  the  Lecture 
Hall.  President  Harper  stood  on  the  platform,  his  mortar- 
board tilted  back  on  his  head,  his  black  academic  gown, 
hanging  in  careless  folds  from  his  heavy  shoulders,  bulg- 
ing out  over  his  front  and  rear  like  a  tent  draped  over  a 
baby  elephant.  He  was,  in  a  way,  grotesque. 

But  when  he  began  talking,  however  little  he  might  say, 
he  at  once  dominated  the  scene.  Today  he  did  not  even 
speak,  and  still  he  dominated.  He  bowed  his  head  and 
prayed.  Then  he  said,  "We  will  sing  the  Doxology."  The 
building  rang-  with  the  tones  of  Praise  God  froin  Whojii 
All  Blessings  Flow.  Harper's  voice  was  perhaps  more 
earnest  than  any  other;  at  least  it  was  louder.  He  loved  to 
sing,  and  when  he  felt  like  singing  at  home  he  would  say 
to  his  wife,  "Are  the  windows  shut,  Ella?  This  is  going  to 
be  noisy."  After  the  Doxology,  the  congregation  sang  a 
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few  more  hymns.  That  was  all.  There  were  no  speeches, 
no  processions. 

William  Rainey  Harper  stood  for  a  moment,  his  head 
bowed,  perhaps  in  prayer,  as  the  students  and  faculty 
drifted  off  to  lunch.  Those  who  started  up  to  the  platform 
to  congratulate  him  stopped  and  stood  there.  His  head 
remained  bowed:  it  sank  to  his  chest.  He  was  very  tired. 
But  he  did  not  know  how  tired  he  was. 


The  Invisible  Hand 


Nobody  knew. 

Nobody  knew  that  one  day,  less  than  thirteen  years 
later,  he  would  call  Goodspeed  to  his  home  and  say,  "I 
have  received  my  death  sentence;  my  trouble  is  internal 
cancer."  Nobody  knew  that  a  year  after  he  received  his 
death  sentence,  having,  in  those  twelve  months  of  silent 
agony,  completed  three  books  on  the  Prophets  and  out- 
lined his  plans  for  the  University  for  the  years  to  come, 
he  would  die  at  the  age  of  forty-nine,  that  on  his  face,  as 
he  died,  would  be  the  sweet,  unworldly  smile,  and  on  his 
lips  the  murmur  that  he  was  less  concerned  this  day  than 
he  was  the  day  he  took  the  presidency  of  the  University 
of  Chicago. 

Nobody  knew,  that  October  noon  of  1892,  that  the 
University  he  created  would  in  fifty  short  years  stamp  its 
pattern  on  the  whole  higher  learning  in  America,  from 
California  to  Cambridge,  transforming  ancient  colleges 
into  centers  of  research  and  state  universities  into  inde- 
pendent institutions.  Nobody  guessed  that  long  after  he 
was  dead  and  forgotten  millions  of  learners  and  teachers 
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who  had  never  heard  of  him  would  be  moving  to  the 
measure  of  his  audacious  vision. 

The  Professor  of  Hebrew  hfted  his  head  and  smiled, 
came  briskly  down  from  the  platform  to  shake  hands  \\ith 
the  people  who  were  waiting  for  him,  and  walked  out  of 
the  hall  into  his  office.  He  was  ready  for  his  next  appoint- 
ment. 
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